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THE ASKLEPIAN TRAVELLER CONSIDERS THE EQUINOX 


(w/ ref. to C. Olson’s 

"Book ii chapter 37" 


1. As the new empire bloats 

paganalia lost 

Route 128 in front of my eyes brings everything in that doesn't flash 

in on electromagnetic - - 


supermart dreck, petroleum booze, the goods 


(who has the goods? on whom? ye dogs?) 


tribute to Hydra whose worship, the City Council says, was established 

by Philammon -- 


an obvious lie 


Hiilammon spake only 

high 


Elizabethan. 


The shrines demand scrutiny here: St. Joan’s sword stolen 
(winter, ’72), hardly noticed by citizens. She was a witch. 


2 


2. Dead the father son and holy ghost, the voice to Thamus called 
"caught in the unstopped ear. " 

What perpends, 

polluted seas roaring at Brace's, 

strange excitement under Her cape, rock center, 
black flowers of Dogtown glittering in underworld sun -- 

Her to renew topoi of measure, ordinal time -- 

Gods working fast, in the Abysmal Western canyons torrents pour from 

engendering spring. 


-- Gerrit Lansing. 
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MOON IN THE SPHINX DEGREES 


woke from sleep 
by that time of moon 
dark in the mystery 
of a man, any man, 
preparing to be bom, 

into this tension of lights I came) 

cool morning . almost cold 


the tang of northern ritual 
shortens the nights. 

Beltane . Midsummer . Lammas 
where each man is a king 
rival'd in his sacred grove, 

slain in combat 


born into earth again 

(33 years . a thousand years 

13 turns of Uranus, 

the tanaist 

shivers under the oak tree. 


dumb 


bom again now. 


man in a city 

(we need a glyph for that) 

MAN IN CITY 


man in a box 

of unalterable streets 


he goes their way . 

that is the whole 
content of human instruction. 


(Bach is born . 
Gichtel goes to Amsterdam 
Swedenborg's tomb at Uppsala, 

the linen cloaths folded up" 

Henry Miller walks around Greenpoint. 


"his writings 


The god of the protestants 
gleams in the threshold of women. 



2 . 


A book like city streets 
leads 

& the land below 
shapes 
its own road 
nobody goes. 

(The ordered 
facts, facets 
of a law 
stripped 

of most contingency, 
lie flat, 

wind whiffles by 
over the pines by the lake 
through the larches 
near the garage. 


3. 


1 feel so tender towards them, the protestants, 
the Luthers & Laws, who tried to refine 

personal sense, eternal sense, 

out of a freedom accepted from the state, 

but it was their state & they fled from it 
back to the genetic northern summer, 

sun all ni^t over Yggdrasil, 
gold horde of the hidden mind 

warded by the dragons of the mind. 

Wherever they went they ruled the government: 

the State was the dark Unman of their terror, 
was Grendel slaying by night, the horror 

they carried with them, Ireland, Virginia, 
Africa, India, New England, they ruined time 

because they hungered for a hero 
bigger than history, one who would learn 

the language of birds, who knew the Spirit, 
Mimir's talking head, who knew the angel. 



Careless of history they came to America, 

let Harlem happen, made laws, hid in white houses. 

When the Senate speaks I hear the end of time, 
old men who forgot what time was for, 

raped timeless Nebraska, poisoned rivers, 
blocked all the exits with their rotten wheat. 


4. 


I feel best about Henry Miller. 

1 have not thought about him enough. 

Cunt 

his way in & out. 


& that makes, 

as Mac Donald said, "a house. " 

To go inside her 
is to go out of time, 

transhistorical, a single 

act, 

magnetic, pulls, 
associates the world into, 

hard on 
a hold on. 


opening of the West. 


5. 


Get out of a book 
what I put in her 

Any day a way 

The green investment: 
afterimage 


of our red meat. 
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6 . 

I could show it by a great mexican mural: 

the giant Man 
lies on his back 

under a cloudy sky 

his woman 

who put the spell upon him 

has opened his body with her glass knife 

(Obsidian; glass knife, 

translucent, clouded, 
knife of her mind) 


she reaches in & takes 
an airplane from the dark around his heart. 


7. 


Merlin's orgasm was this, 
a spell his body taught her 

when he slid down the dark of what was happening 
with blue sky on his mind 

dark blue, lapis lazuli, 

the flecks are stars or the stars are 

imperfections; energies; delights 
he finds & loses in the sudden night. 

It is silent there. Later a coast 
of some ocean, his Angel beside him. 

They are watching a sunrise. They help 
each other collect that information. 


This means being bom. 
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8 . 


I sat under the honey locust 
near the little pumphouse 

where the siren used to be. 

The trucks fly american flags. 

Two out-of-town demolition men 
have come to blast a sewer— 

if they arent angels, who is? 

There is no terminal leaf, 

they go on by pairs till they stop, 
two by two. But Henry liked 

three in a bed, four, five, why 
not, 1 like that too, but that brings 

time back into sex, & history, 
human motive, ethics & psychology. 

Orgiasts are simple men, 
seculars of this high religion 

from whom the Monk 
in his single cunt 

turns with some disdain 
as if they missed the point 

or as if there were no point 
but only a way, 

endless, valid both sides of sleep. 


9. 


Henry's eagerness 
for experience, a coin 
I know the feel of, 

a slot 

I'm always trying to fit. 
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It is copper, or zinc 
nickel & copper; 
in France 
it is aluminum, 

it weighs 

more than it's worth 
it keeps us going on. 


-- Robert Kelly. 
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LIST OF ATTRIBUTES FOR THE PERFECT STONE 


It has its light from silent gestation 

and darkens the ground or altar where it lies. 


It gives off glances from nowhere 

through a skein of objections to its existence at all. 


It is weighed in the antechamber 

where the naked king makes mock of his kingdom. 
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i 


You are lost 
in the possession 
of the only thing 
you have. 

The Stone and its mortal enemies 
atone. 

They sit together infolded 
as before the gaze 
of a single mind. 

It is 
cold stone 

embedded in the hands of thought 
ejecting and rebracing 
all that can occur. 


ii 


The stone on the left shines white. 

Its window parts upon receding waters. 

The sky inside is black. No moon. No stars. 
No shining rider forwarding. 

The stone behind it rests on a quilt. Intricate 
Figures complicate its surfaces. Inside 
Black parts of tar/ churn with watery lights. 
Small men with iron instruments are working. 
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ui 


The Stone in the Stone takes refuge 

and glances out along the boulevard. Fine white 

horses leap out from its portals 

and stampede the townsmen back into their houses. 

Then they go to the planes and dissolve in the heat. 

Fine 

black horses ride in through the dawn 
and enter the portals of the silent Stone. 


iv 


I watched the eagle 
cross a barrier of lamia 

1 watched the eagle 
part from the Stone. 
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V 


Permit Absolute Vantage. 

Rub the Stone. 

Bracket forks and table. 

Bracket rumble and lights. 

Bracket the restaurant. 

Bracket the night. 

Bracket the warm air from your body to the walls. 
Bracket the cold air from the door here to your house. 
Bracket the door of your house. 

Bracket the steps of your house. 

From here 

the heart directs its many-beamed glance 
into indifferent fields of falling matter. 

The heart is not the Heart. 

The glance dreams 
inside the Glance. 

The glance which does not dream gold beams 
inside a glance of golden beams 
is the Stone. 

May we bracket 
the Stone. 

The darkest dream 

within the dreaming 
the darkest gold 

within the Glance. 

We may bracket the glance. 

We may be 
The Stone. 


vi 


we are 
as everything. 

the silent elders 
living in the Stone. 

They transform grey shoulders 
with a burden of lances. 

"Burdens to bear" bowed heads towards 
the sea. Burdens to bear. 
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vii 


Atone the sea. 

Behind the sea. 

The eye in the net. The eye 
looking out of the net. 

The Stone withholds 
beyond the glances 
going out from the Stone. 

Inside the bracket 
where absolute life atones 
ineluctable matter. 

Who goes there. 

Where absolute life begins again 
to sequester its beginning. 

Like everything else. 

Like the idiot child 

alone with essential movements. 

Who goes there? 

I turn in fear. 


Atone your fear. 



THE VIRGO POEM 

Ouspensky Addresses A Congress of Virgoes 


Will you permit me 
to expose 
certain dangers 

those born under the sign of Virgo 
often are done in by. 

The clouds of pot and ale. 

But if Masters work 
they move behind 
the scenes. 

All of them. There are no 
scenes 

that are not dangers. 

I am talking of course, 
man to man. 

Virgin to Virgin. 

Others need pay no further attention, 

unless of course certain configurations 

are predominate: Mercury 

in the Eighth House 

if it is Virgo; 

an afflicted Venus 

or Capricorn on 

the ascendant. 




A Virgo dis¬ 
believes in Astrology, refuses 
his own virginity 
and is often putting mud or paint 
of tasteless colors 
on his body, 
his cock 
into women 
he cannot touch. 

He is a man of letters. 

Or the clouds of pot and ale. 

He moves in every, 

distressed he is not touched by any 

scene. 

To be a woman 
and be a Virgo 
is not lucky. 

She never was 
and will always love 
a virgin. 

No one touches 
her. 

She is beautiful, 

her body is virgin 

with the promise of virgin earth 

and given the fortune 

she will run to the top of a mountain. 

It is in her lips 

she is discovered. 

Clearly no Virgo can give a lesson 
or advise. 

He rescues his sentiments 
before he knows them. 


In the time of Virgo 

the earth looks 

through the sun 

into an empty region 

of our galaxy. The heat 

of the center, lost at right angles -- 

drafts of cosmic darkness 

fill his birth 

Distance and coldness are 
his quickness and his brightness 
of appearance. 

But I will advise you. 

Gathered in one place 
your collective intensity 
does not grow by addition. 

And the Hermit on the tarot mountain top 

holds his lantern, 

his old back to black sky, feet 

deep in ice-high peaks, eyes 

looking downward. 

Curious formulae of wisdom 
pass into the speech and gestures 
of the youngest among you, 

down in thin crystal rays from the Hermit's lantern. 
And any of you 

weary of the failure of categories 

will experience a longing for blind old age 

-- invisible silent wisdoms. 

Or ancient golden ages 
(for which you are sentimental) 
and think the world is ordered 
by the hushed pages of a sage's tract. 


The books are not inaccurate 

when they tell of "cleanness. " There are 

many of you (you will not grow 

self-conscious as 1 point you out to yourselves, 

but smile at the success 

and exquisiteness 

of any category) many of you 

wear tight vests and trim suits, as 1 do, 

the negative ordering energy of your birth 

composing your wardrobe. 

But such scrupuloscity 
is another species of sleep. 

The Master would often say to me -- 

once a small voice opened like a smile in my chest -- 

"These intelligent Virgoan men of science 
sleep with flashlights on the ceiling 
searching the ceilings 
for stars 

"and their sleep passes into their waking. 

"They are beset with understanding, 
and their eyes will hold your own 
as you explain 

but your words will be transformed to crystal ciphers 

and returned to you 

at some time thereafter 

neither refurbished by elaboration 

nor used. 
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"The clouds of pot and ale 
at times extract them 
when clarity becomes a numbness 
even to their own intelligence. 

They are of many beginnings 
and few conclusions." 

But the Master was no Virgo 

and for him the system which he erected 

late in his years of teaching 

was neither a system in our sense 
nor had the calculation of a myth. 

It was the event 
sprung from his touch 
to things. 

You of all the signs will therefore understand 
why I was called upon to abandon him. 

It is a system I present you with 

and the truest among you will soon abandon me. 


1966 


(Note: The Virgo Poem was originally published by lo in 1966, then by 
Angel Hair Books in '67. Several lines have been cut by the author.) 




THE PATH 


The path means 
you are searching here 

trying to find a reason to be 
on time 


not to desire 
nothing matters 

that there is a reason 
underlying the shrub growth 
and the parting of the ways. 

The car goes left so 
you take the other 
walking 

mark 

the brown house half-hidden 

the lovers 
who were there 

and all that is familiar 
as the consummation 

and all that the brown house, half-hidden, cannot mean. 

The car comes 
back again 
but cannot 
follow. 

To follow 

means 

to admit of separation. 

The path means 

that you have lost the way. 


-- Charles Stein. 


(This poem was previously published in The Literary Magazine of Tufts University, 
Vol. IV, No. 1.) 


HIGH PLACES 


My brother's rage 

(I always admired a long thin face 

I see him 

in a nimbus of splintered glass 
rapt away from the fight 
stretched to the sky by 
genuine anger 

and myself 

frogged down my tongue 
flicks at the leavings in the air 
Seven years after his death 
he spilled his angry pupils on me 
in an ether dream 

sent me 

running through tiger stripes under the El 

Contemptuous of lawyers 

he went against the future with a gun 

but was caught is 

bound still 

looking at the flood 

on a bank of the bloody Ebro. 

Because I had no city to defend I was 
sold out of it 

and came back the next day and 
sat on the fire-escape of the empty apartment 

and because 

the family was broken from our births we were 
always going to live in the country someday 
On the island 

in the little graveyard behind my summer cottage 
I helped Ted set his father's stone 
a little more to the 
norwest Elmer said 
that is why Charles 

I couldn't tell you the history of anything 
when we drove through Mt. Desert that summer. 

After kaddish 

when we turned away there was a 
i^oar over our shoulders 

we saw the stones and earth 


suck into his burst coffin 
the cheapest the man had. 

We ran three together 
the eldest brother and me 
abreast 

the dead one 

though he was the swiftest 
ran a little behind 

angry 

smiling with clenched teeth hissing at us 

for we were pursued by masques 

black toys on wheels rumbling 

after us shaking 

over our heads on the 

broken slate pavement 

the strings 

cut into my hand 1 
laughed like crazy. 

Place 

the brass fish weathervane swims in a 
Sunday light the goyim 

roll down Intervale Avenue full of 
needle beer 

Place a smell in the air 

permeable city 
shot through with the 
promise of green 

Goats 

green running down their beards 

Jews 

snuff-stained yellow 

grand entrance of the Minsker Congregation 
nothing behind it but sky 

a wind 

blows over the tarred roof 
beneath it dahveners 
sway under prayer shawls 

PLACE 

through a smoke under a 
tipped straw hat 
your tartar squint 
wild wisdom narrowed to irony 


as at somebody else's funeral 

an exchange 

of a half dozen opinions 
contempt for the greenhorns who 
want to know 

place 

what place ? 
the weathervane swims 
every which way. 

Two weeks before she dropped down dead in the street 

oh- 

oh- oh- oh- the 

shop 

ping bag five 

poundsa potatoes 

her fear 

that frightened me so 

took her 

I took her 

to see the Polish documentaries 
in the middle of the cuckoo song dancers 
whirling to a trill of bells 

people 

shushed her 

when we came out of the dark 
she told me his name 
the dead uncle he was 
only two years old 
how they lived then 
by a river with across 
the river a forest in the 
forest a cuckoo 
and the peasants said 
because the cuckoo sang the child 
would die 

One morning early 
they took him in her father's cart 

the babe 

the brotherkin where? 

are you taking him? 

In her delighted smile 

fear 

flew like a cuckoo. 

What we remember is 
what we have not used 




spins in our heads false 
constellations 

the wooden tower on the Rockaway boarding house 
climbed by secret stairways 
the house being hushed 

hush hush hush waves 

rolled me in the shallows 
till 1 learned to swim 

We are not 

microcosms though we 

carry them 

as the merciless ants 

carry 

each its round of petal 
to feed what they feed on 

underground in the 

shrinking time 

we decide what forms to dispatch thousands 
dimple the water of our moat 
Yet towers 

towers we dig for 

to rise 

and spin on the wind to go as high 

as the roots of Ararat go deep and 
take the pledge 
of one more rainbow. 


High above the child's head flickers 
like a sky in August the 
face of a stranger 

Momma! 


my fingers too long! 

The merry-go-round man 

across the black water 

cranks the horses round draws 


fluttering ribbons 


out of the child's belly 
Air shakes houses 


bow to him his eyes 

are cold in his head he touches 

far off 

the whiskery face of a stranger 

The house on Hall Place (that's 

where you go into it 

leans 


over Rogers Place a 
brown wood porch on a 


high stone wall in the 
wall square holes (you can 

see the country through the dark in there 

fits into the 

hill of Horseshoe Park 

steps and poplars go up two nuns 
come down Good Morning 

sisters 1 


turned wrong my 

neckbones struck fire forgive me 1 am 

glowering glowing over 

Rogers Place till it 

lifts to me 


Oh child! 

your fingers 

draw frost through my stubble do you feel 
the maze of paths ahead? 
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COME BY NEXT TUESDAY I WILL 
TURN YOU INTO A 
FUNNEL FOR THE 

GREAT VOICE 

Out of my profound ignorance 
I cry unto you 

Magician! 

numb 

my fingers into a 
new dimension let my 
clumsiness enter things 

I 

little Robert 
who went the wrong way 
about it alone 

down Soundview Avenue 
carrying a peeled wand and a 
little hatchet 

among the Italian farms on the 
uplands soon 

to be cut away for streets 
to chop black 
mica out of the rocks 
dark windows on the world 
obscuring my will which was 
always benevolent anger 

and fear 

of dogs of 

nanny goats whoM chewed their tethers 
of jew-hunting boys of 
the old wop 

sharpening his knife on the curbstone 

At night 


I infused spells into my blanket 


thickening the dark 


and dived 

to slaughter goat-eyed octopus saw a dog 
head down on a weighted cord 
being eaten by fishes 

Save me 

from my rebounding hammer! 

Though my rage 
be no bigger than a pea 

Great Cosmographer! 

range it order it 

in the exploding constellations! 


ARROW SPLIT ARROW 


The squinter his eye 

travesties flight 

but keep it open open 

let it 

grow out of the center 

in a 

star 


When the bolt falls 

I 

grounded 

rise through my hair 
to meet it 

Pursuit 

in joy 

we pass through one another’s 
trans formations 

Flights of geese 

in spring in 

fall 

wedge open the sky 
Sorrow 

leaps aboard 

loss 

lightens the joy ride. 


NIGHT HINAUSLEHNEN 


The death 

as Tolstoy saw clearly is 
in going round he died 

in a railroad waiting room 

No use 

comparing the best to the most pitiful or 
measuring diameters it's 
the movement that counts 

no matter 

how wide and far back you 
plot the curve or 

contrariwise 
how hard you push 
to jump the rails 

pushing 

turns you in the circle plotting 
keeps your eye on the road 

Not collisions 

even when fatal 

release us we pass through 
and continue 

Even now 

seeing it as clearly as the count 

in the fidgeting of fingers over these words 

temptation 

to be affirmative to speak 

for example of the 

great wave that carries us 

tempting it 

to break in shoal water 

and stick a spike of barnacles up you 

No 

by land or by sea it's 
all my eye sit tight 

sit as loosely 
as you can. 
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WINTER SUN 


Winter mornings winter 

sun on us all playing 

on the great steps of the 

convent wall opposite 

the American Banknote Company babies 

in their hooded wicker baby carriages children 

jumping jumping jumping 

down the wall on the hill 

on a height over the city on the 

edge of the city where 

at the top of a bank of 

yellow alluvial soil 

man eroded a 

goat tied to a stake 

peers down at us the 

winter sun in his 

yellow eyes the mothers 

being young full of 

innocent malicious laughter 

at those past bearing 

at nuns their 

framed faces their 

garroted brows screaming 

after us when we 

push at the edge when we 

flap our arms at the edge 

of the wall of the 

city of the 

world in the 

winter sun. 
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THE BURIAL 


I come to be dead by graveside 

I find 

many winners complaining to the heaped earth 
their wives dipping hands 
in the blue openings of the air their children 
posted like dolls to mark perspectives 

while the High Rabbi 

speaks money to me 
who must go into the ground a debtor 
I had expected a company of peers a 
convocation of old bones 

not 

this distinguished assemblage this lustre 

spread by suave hands and voices 

over all that was grey and familiar to me. 


Biking west I 

let the shadow of my youth 
run before me 

I make it 
not by will not by 
projection out of some 
light box not 

certainly 

as conduit px)or old 
spewing gargoyle the 
unobstructed poem 
creates me 

Neither wind in a 
tunnel nor the 
ineffable calm 
around a wilful head 

As I 

shrink from my moraine grow 
toward my fathers my eyes 
squint tartar-jew 

the sea 

becomes a sea of grass 

Take a census of prisoners 
ride through the taiga 
to Sakhalin. 


THE DEATHSONG WORM 

who wanders through the body who can be seen 

crawling under the membrane of the eye 

inflicting horizon on the world 

who descends through the sinuses 

dragging gouts of memory whose song 

sets the bones humming who 

in our age of desiring beyond desire 

makes the strange flesh to be remembered 

even as it presses on us and the air 

to be our horripilate skin 

as far as to the ozone 

the Worm the 

Naga 

whom we call from the deep stone 
to inform the new born with old life 
to infuse into the veins of the moribund 
the aimless young blood 
that strikes their hearts ringing 
an end to all direction 

the Worm 

sings now in my 

heart in my moon 

in stars distant as my weaning. 



THE CHANGELING GROWN OLD 
gapes still at history maunders 

over his collection of milk teeth 

sings 

his false father's song the 
bird in the mud when he 
pulls out one leg the other 

Remembers 

how he shouted in the barber shop 

That I! 

should be here! 

but no longer cuts his hair his women 

would nurse him into the ground 

were it not for his whiskers at 

every door he flings open 

they stand against the sky 

where no stairs are 

marvels 

at these 

and other appearances and 
that one grimace 
should take a lifetime 
from mouth to brow. 


They descend on me male 

and female through the 

snow in my 

eyes in my 

blood 

the couple 

through snow in the air 
Unarmed only a 
bleached stick in my hand a 
length of drift 1 
cut loops through the crystals 

flash 

seven swords 

on the waters of the bay seven 
blades of light 

They approach 

solicitous 

on the white beach 

to draw my passion from me they harvest 
cockles and swords they enter 

through the several snows 
into my wheel 

He 

whipped through and solid She 
encircling me 

closer and 
closer with her 
unmoving faces Where I 
embrace they are 
still where 1 
resist 

they consume me where 1 
yield 

they are cold 

cold 

as sea as 
snow as the 
white stones. 




THE RESCUE 


How much more seemly death 

than this rescue to be 

dragged out of the sea by jocks 

hung with algues carried 

face down over the beach to their smoky beer hall 

and flung on the table dormant 

an hermaphrodite beast the sea 

oozing from my mouth and shrunk parts 

their strangest trophy they prod 

the lumps of fat on my slack muscles 

tear away the seaweed pry open 

my salt crusted eyelids 

to see my bleached eyes 

The shame! 

of lying naked among meat and drink 
sport of armored men 

with their death wounds on them stars 

in the bright steel 

If not the sea then what 

will dissolve this flesh? 

make me vulnerable 

and immortal. 


NOEL 


The angels hung down 

like wash on a line 

and flapped at the soiled walkers 

In the dead season when hands 

try to open for gratuities eyes 

strain to remember the new 
the cowboy actor 

killed 

the wide open spaces the investor 

turned at the top of his securities 
and met the bear in the teeth 

The greedy gull 

cocks his head at the lie of the land 

unsmutched snow on the roofs 

our altars to purity trees 

that write without recording the walkers 

turning the corner of surprise 

with their heads down 

Now peace! Peace! 

to all those trapped by possibility 

wounded by miracle 

to the poet 

who woke outside the palings of his poem 
to the child 

who knows his question is prophecy 
to all of us peace 
let our good will 
not rend us. 



Though things are importunate they 
want us to be present to them their 
names the 

naming of their names is 

bathos What grows what is 

made with hands 

or machines their details their 
bumps grooves depressions with 
or without function the 
twist of wire on my patent desk lamp runs 
of varnish on the bookshelf edge the 
hairpin with 

earwax in its loop so also 

things of the mind memory 

the peeled wand 

that conjures only itself sprouts 
leaves of names 

It is like 

my friend the architect mountain climber 

who danced on the cliff face to his 

bride's song below saved himself by 

clutching at frieze and bush 

all the way down till he'd 

broken every finger. 
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THE HAND SEES MORE THAN THE EYE 
plxmges into this air as dark as earth 
and touches 

the germinating seeds which eyes 
would make a matter of faith 

Oh eyes 

help me to honesty it is 

the other's hand 
the hand of the poem 

mine 

if it touches anything dream 
shorts the synapse the poem 

makes a mirror of me 
badly silvered a vague 
scramble of images 
what has not quite happened in me 
my eyes 
in a blank clockface 

mark 

the grey trees the 

white roofs of yesterday's weather 

turned black in the thaw 

the hand 

severed from me and my intervals 
is present to change. 


my hand 



FORT SQUARE 


What am I to say to this? 
to this face of me 
hills and houses and 
the light that lifts the sea 
over the last green of summer 

1 come out of the door 
onto the rickety porch 

that yet is secure to me having 
carried his weight 
greeted by the Fort children 
as though I too had lived in was 
free to move in 

The light out of the painter's eye 

that undoes memory that 

breaks the platform of piety brings us 

to the ground yet 

no way diminishes us makes 

a marvel of our ignorance 

as wide as the air where 

boats riding out of the inner harbor 

cross the wakes of leviathans. 



As the mirrors darkened he 
took great pains 
to ascertain the exact time the 
numbers of minutes and seconds 
moved like cilia at the 
bottom of his poems 

The intervals 

of death's labor 

growing shorter and shorter his bulk 

diminishing towards birth 

shuffled from bed to chair 

hardly distinguishing 

what was action and 

what respite 

Time 

who resists the blandishments of clocks 
their water sweet ticking who 
will not stand to us as adversary 

yielding 


took him to itself. 
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Is that what moves you? is it 
the darkness the backing 
of our vision? have you 
swallowed the sun? 

I dreamt. 

I dreamt I dreamed of you 

dark as the Great Boyg telling me 

Go round! 

as you did when I played poor Peer 
and she sang me out of the ladle 
I charged you with my spicule of knowledge 

crying 

Light up! 

you have your death behind you! 

With what generous malice 
you enveloped me again. 


A COMMUNICATION 


I wasn't long says the painter I wasn't 
long at this How old 

is he when he 

stops resolving? 

I had a dream of sky 
but I framed it 
To you because 

you remember? 

you saw I'd made a seascape of Breughel's monkeys 
and in my Brooklyn streets 
stretched so tight against the canvas 
you saw the absence of God 
Now I am dead God 
will not descend into any made peace 
I am not present or 
absent in my paintings 
the lines of my horizons 
though I obscured them with Maine fogs 
are still where I die 

Of the brown hulk of the old Eagle warehouse someone 

less in tune with my failure 

said Is he 
painting sky 

or building? The answer 
is so obvious 

And because 

you are my solid shadow Do not 
attempt to lighten yourself. 



Not the poem the day 

a January thaw isolated a day 
when digging graves looks easy 

the snow gone the 

ice in the harbor 

gone 

a smell in the air of nuts and honey Greek 
pastry the sky 

should be Byzantine pressed apricot 
Not my cat my jaybird my 
two dogs 

the five-month-old bitch 
has a smell of rut off the neighbor's collie 
all along the sea path buck dogs 
are as obtrusive as thoughts 
Not my wife and child 

both absent on weekdays both 
whipping the quiet of the house 
with the chains 1 lay on them 
Not my house 

new borrowed 

not yet fully explored abounding 
in convenient machines the cosiness 
of a stranger’s family 

as usual 1 am 

astonished to be here 
And it i^ astonishing 
that bird cat dogs house wife child 
should be so present to me 

negatively 

a kind of temporal whiplash 
flicks me in the face 

the moment 

launches me 

so that when 1 come to the end of the page 1 would 
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punctviate full stop a 

kick against space 

as though absence 


could find sure footing 

There is not one face 
opposite my window except 
blue faces the sea grey 
faces the sky 

make through the bare branches 

School 


is almost out the cat 

is curled in a turban the dogs 

wet huddled against the door whining 

the bluejay 

whistles like a man then 
bangs on his metal cage a 
sound like a ghost 

or a plumber. 


-- Robert Heilman. 
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A Paper for R. K., who wrote: 


I could never be a protestant 
they have no sense of altars 

And lam stuck 
with being— 
just that— 
being. 

Born into it, 

1 must state my case: 

A protestant 
protesting 
that he knows 
no altars 
in his past 
and stretches 
further back 
to reach one. 

As I take up 
oil and salt, 
each time 
1 bless their use 


remembering 


old rituals 


old uses. 

1 am caught 
as surely as 
a fish. 

The net surrounds me. 
In your sense, 
no sense of altars; 
but the past 
still uses me. 

I have walked 
this holy ground 
with fear. 

1 know the name. 


-- Theodore Enslin 
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FROM BOOK OF THE CRANBERRY ISLANDS 
From Chapter 10, "The Long Body of the Dream" 


V 

The Scorpion burns, his head coming out of the trees, his tail stinging in 
the darkness. His heat comes from the Milky Way, the bum he leaves tattooing 
the trees as the wind blows thru the branches and air is medium for fire. The 
visible galactic center pours thru the nerve centers of Sagittarius. If I hold 
my palms out I can feel the rain, the moonlight, the starlight, the flood of 
history thru the Cape. 

One house next to another, the road winding, the galaxy both near and far, 
the light here and the light there: a path on which houses are strung in anyplace. 

I am sitting on the steps on the edge of the galaxy, and I feel the strong weight 
of the right angles. 

For a day the ocean will be silent, depositing the softened fragments of a 
replica world. Then the tsunami ride in, one wave out of every ten: I sit also 
on the Scales, at right angles, and the small disturbances of the Canaries and 
Cranberries ride in as magnitudes of water. The displacement rides in, which 
is what I hear in that greater ocean of sunlight: that the Milky Way is also made 
of the torso of Ullikummi, of heavy stone. And if the weight hangs on the belt 
of Sagittarius in a small leather sack, who is Atlas out there?, and where is the 
Atlantic, and Atlantis?: this prior rides in on the shock cushions of light. 

A rich blanket of smells comes across the fields: there is a fire somewhere, 
and beyond that a metabolic fire, a giant fart of all the world’s beings, and 

relieved, they.the displacement is of moths in the atmosphere, moths of 

a single planet against starlight rise and fall; the macrocosm is stolid and fixed; 
the microcosm plays light strings of Pan's music: Pan sits in the macrocosm: All. 

Here in the locality of portions I am moved almost to tears by Antares, knowing 
how long it takes its light to reach here, sensing that the red spot on the back of 
the Scorpion's neck is at the center of his nervous system, and that that's where 
his, my power is, his sight, and his sting. Four Hundred and Twenty Four light 
years away: Antares who was a Hittite who was a Greek. Antares who was a 
Minoan: Anti-Ares, opposite Mars. Aldebaran who was an Arab, Sixty Eight 
light years away: the bull’s eye, focus of the forehead, concentration of the 
lesser powers: Aldebaran the follower, of the Pleiades, of the path of the Earth. 

In science fiction stories these stars are the centers of the great galactic 
empires; they are Tyre and Knossos; they are commercial centers, and centers 
of a learning so vast as to touch upon the origin of all these matters that follow. 
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Many planets circle these suns; many civilizations have arisen here; many 
ships have sailed from these ports. Here are glorious fountains of hot and 
cold water, and baths for women; here are aqueducts, outer circles, moon 
temples and temples on moons; here is the original grove of Poseidon on the 
lakes of the planets of Aldebaran. They lie flat-on the Earth, at an angle 
about forehead high and looking just over the edge of: they stretch to the 
horizon and bend along the ecliptic; an arrow at any angle skims the surface 
and goes directly to the heart. 

1 am flanked by the giant bam as all three-dimensional space. Rising way 
above my head, it rests solidly, housed, on the round, on the turning Earth; 
the surveyor's measures cross here, and what we have is a Square. At night 
the barn is imbedded in the stars as the turnips are in the Earth: at night we 
receive news of the greater cosmos, tsunami after tsunami rocks the Earth, 
displacement of the outermost, becomes the innermost. Core settling in (egg 
cracking out) core. 

Rides that right angle bareback, world among worlds. So that Aquarius is 
not only our comrades, our own age-group, is not only the kinder-garden of the 
sun: is from every center as each light marks a different center, crossing, sun¬ 
like in the secant, how rich that is, how the roots grow under, how the hairlike 
endings sense the way of the roots, how worlds spin and cross in the seasons, 
which is the Earth's long path, the straight line intersecting the curve at at least 
two points, drawn thru the center at one end, intersecting the tangent at the other 
end, reciprocal of the cosine of the angle, here Thera, here Minos, here the 
phloem of the labyrinth, here in the dark red chamber of Anti-Ares: the handiwork 
of man (Tyrian purple is the color this star glows. 

And how the trees spring up, and how the moss whirrs, and how the telephone 
poles carry the heavy notochord of the Scorpion, and how we're here. And how 
the tsunami come in. And psi. And pi. 

The cities lie as giant flocks of electrical animals beneath an electrical dis¬ 
turbance. Elks: short for El-Currents. Pictograph of the nervous system of 
the elk raising dead horns, and coral on the beaches, and bottles smoothed by 
the passage thru light. Even the events of man are geological, and are part of 
the thyrse of displacement, the thunder which follows Thor's rocks. We weep 
for the cities of Antares as we do for the Minoans; we weep for our own loss, 
that we were there, and now we are here, and the next still on the bobbin, and 
the treadle still on the great interregnum seas. We weep for how deep in our 
own body we feel what it is we know. Not what we want. Nor what we desire. 

It's what we know. What we know we know. To set it square, right; to come 
out of this undiminished. 

Light thru the trees. Scorpion having come further from the deep, bent at 
its own peculiar haft, the skull on the neck, as any creature is who has a head 
and a neck and a torso. The moths rise upon the size of the distance of the 
stars. They rise in the crossings, and the current is unbroken, the power of 
two beings to dance with each other, to turn each other on without ever having 
to touch, without even having been bom at the same time in the same place. 


59 


A haft secures them: love drawn in mime-fuck of the newts. 

Now the sizes pass in favorable opposition: 1 enlarge upon this vision. I see 
Antares. 1 am a giant. My mouth is open and dry, and in missing a breath you 
are upon me in darkness, and we crush our weights together like stars. I hear 
the marrow of the bone; I see the warm light of the inner room, the red room, 

I have the only extant map possible of Antares’ star-empire, all her cities and 
all her routes of commerce. 1 am a warm scorpion bedded down. 

In one terrific silence I imagine, not the science fiction story, not the little 
cars in their parking lots and the big wheels of scientists: but the Theran: that 
for once the bitch is destroyed, and forever space is made equal and we can get 
from here to there. As the lights of the car coming thru the trees change all the 
distances, and the shadows adjust to accomodate, and the thickness of the grove 
is known: so the perspective of the stars thru the shadows of the Earth changes 
from latitude to latitude, from time in history to time in history, and set to set. 

So it is that somehow the same thing must be coming back to us from the same 
vicinity: the same thing must be coming back from Antares. 

It is a rich sky-field. It is a full crop this year. It is all the lights of the 
lit. It is all that exists, not among spiritual directions, which we know, but of 
matter, which is the history of history and the commerce of commerce itself. It 
is like standing at Tyre and seeing the empire lit, seeing without the curve of the 
Earth. Carthage. Brazil. The Celts. The Hurrians behind our eyes. Seeing 
the dark world of Frobisher Bay, and north to the circle: there the axis reverses, 
and the long circles start out again East and West, burying in their center North 
and South. It is a clear vision on which the house sits before the forest. Knowing 
how rapidly the Earth is changing. The growth of beans, tomatoes, in darkness, 
the curtains drawn, the inner light shining thru. 

Deep in the bam the swallows sleep, the clover grows wild, the bent apple 
mutates: it is all one; it is creation. We can see the whole exchange of pars and 
parts. We lie in the dark circle of trees, but all around us the ocean, and it is lit, 
it is clear. We feel that the motion is permanent and thru the center, that this is 
it here and now, that they haven't been bent very much. And we can see what it 
is, and what they bear down on us as. The tail which holds us underneath swings 
out beyond us, and the Scorpion is free and rising, the Earth is turning over into 
a new fore square. It's its own ends, and its own mists, of its own material; 
that's where it's going; that's where it's coming from. This is where we are on 
the steps made of wood, the perfect right angle of the city. They know of our 
doings in Antares, the same law by which I tell you how it is from here to there, 
to Tyre. 
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From Chapter 11, "The Scorpion" 


XX 

All day pounded by images, repetitive, compulsive, like a gong ringing in 
my brain, I can't get free. Driving thru the country to teach a class, sunrise, 
radio on, and behind it, a second throb in my brain. The cards tell me to keep 
head above water, the tarot flashing by like fire, each image, each house, each 
way set deep in its arcanum. The world is not less, the world is greater. 

Now I see while it rises, only three parts in how many billions of sunlight fall 
on the Earth, the oceans, the rest visual reflected, filling the space between 
images, nobody uses. We are bathed in it, we are starved for it, because, as I 
tell my class with a little pictograph sun on the blackboard, only plants can use 
sunlight, can, chemical energy from light, chlorophyll + quantum, excite the 
electrons, light into sugar, the base not only of all our life, but all occult know¬ 
ledge, written on the leaf, of the powers of the leaf to synthesize a world. 90 
photons in every million. 

Only plants grow on the sun. Antelopes eat plants. Lions eat antelopes. Man 
builds the temple of the sun on the thread of energy that sustains him. Only three 
parts per x billion, and we shall prevail. 

Cows in the field, grazing gently autumn, the falling leaves, seems the simplest 
of neural cards, the tarot of peaceful full beings beneath the moon in sun. There 
is a fence, a road, a barn, yet the cows seem bounded by some other system, as 
the invisible planets that lie behind the veil chew also, their magnetic fields 
spooled, in the tapestry of grass. The cows are grazing on the Earth of niches, 
in their niche on the Earth, planet in early sunlight, where it is happening, where 
the cards are drawn. 

Not all that you see is all there is to see. 

But do I see the microcosm inhabited by astral beasts because I have trained 
myself to? Is it my own vision, or is it the cows? Not a vision, someone says: 
simply what you see. 

Did I tell Dona right, her images, to take them, bind them to a system, to a 
pole in spring? Will she see? Will she be there too? 

The wondering ceases. It is too late. As the cows graze, but I almost typed 
crows gaze, you will see, the thing itself. Only three parts per billion, and 
still visible, when you would think everything else would be, everything but that. 

Only three parts per billion, and the rest is wisdom, unattained, except, beginning, 
in our time. 

On the radio Manson, diving at the judge, cries out: I have a system. And with 
this sorrow the sun, all the way here on the East coast of Maine, rises on our 
being on the Earth. We have a system, and it is beautiful, as clear as the women 
in it, the cows, and that Glen Campbell on the radio is singing to the monad, my 
one and only you ; and you do come back, the whole single Earth, the living universe. 
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rule my very soul . We have a system, and yet wander among the ugly people, 
the unevolved in the economy, man who barks at us in the afternoon at the hard¬ 
ware store, hurried women behind counters, simply counting the items, year 
after year, this is the use we make of those three parts, those ounces we are 
given, the madman cutting down trees across the street, mindlessly destroying 
a world he has purchased from some transient legal deity: does not have a 
system. 

He who does not have a system is immoral. 

Manson was moral, there lies the tragedy, the sorrow I feel in the fields 
outside Gorham, not innocent of, and not the unused sunlight of the opposite 
coast, but the unawareness of the unused, the placid resplendent living, and 
even a joy. 

There is more in this world than is in your philosophy, and to dig, as they 
say, is not enough anymore. It doesn't happen quickly. Slowly the message 
penetrates. The rungs yield before it, and carry the ribbons like mirrors, thru 
the stem, thru the flesh, to the giant world eye. It is unlike anything that has 
ever happened before, and most of the world is made of it, most of the world, 
what you see is distinctly less than, less than the cows. 

More news, Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin, not that they died young, but that they 
lived their lives more rapidly, on a planet the speed of Mercury, or what happens 
when you take the American system and swallow it whole, make that your poetic 
logos, paratroopers, male and female groupies, and Southern Comfort, moves too 
rapidly for the genes which constitute body, too few years for the mutations to take 
and the corpus to be transformed, the king to reign over solution, and anyhow most 
mutations are lethal, the physiology does nothing, the structure is reduced; there 
is no message readable on the Earth, but the Mercurial, the thief who, onstage, 
has lost his sources, his magi, in the slow drift of unused sunlight like dust in an 
ice age, throws down his guitar and says, "1 just can't put it together." Which 
since Homo Erectus at least has been the casualty, the causality also of the living 
species, hammering on stone to release not just the song but the world which lies 
hidden in. And then: 1 can't put it together , coming out of the ice like a cloud of 
insects out of a plume of smoke, spreading with the grasses, pursued by weeds and 
other solar junk, to an assignation, onstage, with cows on moonlight in daylight. 

This far along in history ecstasy is a juggling act; man sits with the living machinery; 
its sources are long dead. 

What do you intend to do to keep the rock band going? Money alone is not enough; 
the economy of one nation cannot support General Motors; money changes into other 
things; even if they are paid before the concert, before each concert, it is that the 
sun gives of its body daily, sunspot cycles, currencies change, shrimp pass into 
southern waters. We could hammer the moon out into rare metals, the cosmo¬ 
logical into the spatial, and make detroit cars another century, and how about all 
the sunlight that falls on the moon, million years upon million years, pure white 
syrup, unused, unsynthesized, without niches, without an atmosphere to dim its 
original light. How can we enter that system when we have none. Moon-men? 

Your equipment is old, you must die out there, you will be heroes; but the fire 
will not be lit until the jaguar comes from the forest and offers it to us: men. 
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what we are. Two sticks rubbed together will not catch, the ice age will put 
out the hearths, the masses of people douse any mutation, lethal or not, 
swallow it in their average somas. The lightning that strikes the forest will 
set trees on fire, but it will be wild, and man will not catch it, not for a 
century more at least, despite his resourcefulness. One day the jaguar will 
come, dressed as a man, or it will be a man dressed as a jaguar. He will 
marry the Earth; our in-laws will give us fire. 

Now Elvis: 


If 1 can dream of a warmer sun 
With love and hope for everyone 
Why then oh why can't it be this sun. 

1 change the words to suit my convenience. Because rap rap rap on my head 
all day, m my head. Not that they want to get in: they are already there, (is it 
sheer Freudian blocking?). 

Last winter for several days, lobsters, not real animals, just the words, and 
their prices, unpeeled from the beast, falling on me, not dangerous as lobsters, 
but the dangers of words, unaligned with the shell, over and over, and woke 
up in the middle of the night with a splitting headache, sat in the living room 
trying to hold my head on in darkness. Today a popular song, heard earlier on 
the radio ("And I never drew/one response from you"), and a righthander coming 
in from the bullpen, or is it me pitching for the Mets. He hops over the bullpen 
fence, takes off his jacket, it happens again, then the words of the song, then 1 
am throwing the ball. Is this them speaking, the Jovians, and I who don't know 
how to respond fail even to hear them, 1 who don't even know if they are there. 

1 give my lecture thru that storm, is it me pitching or not?, and why do 1 keep 
throwing this ball?, as hard as 1 can, as if I were Bob Feller, or Nolan Ryan some 
October, or had to be, or simply a Scorpion crawled down from the skies onto the 
pitcher's mound to throw the first game of the World Series. Finally it is a 
headache, 1 can't read anymore; lying in bed a new thought: is it a code, the same 
signal over and over, which 1 must break to let it in? 

When you don't know how to open the doors it is hard to open them, but I lie 
there in the signal, letting it happen until it reaches a frequency that changes into 
something else. The noise is deafening, and I am afraid. End of rock and roll 
song, end of the pitcher, and coming in from the bullpen. End of language. 

Strange new stories, messianic, 1 in roles of liason between great men, or great 
institutions, changes, communes, worlds. 1 try to put it together in my head, 
and all the people are beautiful, they are younger than I am, they have fire, they 
are looking for its name. My enemies are also there, changed into animals, a 
snarling miss diamond uncoiling, spitting: he may be a great poet, she says, but 
he's a lousy anthropologist. And the dick lion, dressed in ostrich feathers, he 
runs around guarding his eggs, unresponsive to the changes: get out, get out, he 
screeches, an hysterical washerwoman. I am coming to feel the flow, like a 
music, and 1 don't object even to its tritisms, they have a rhythm, the increasing 
speed of a certain drums. 
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Suddenly changes. Jovians out in the field by the bam. 

If you put in a call to Jupiter, they may answer, those electric beings in 
dream or semi-waking, or some other sort of travel, shiplike, 1 do not 
understand. We do not talk, but electrical signals pass back and forth, senses 
of the universe, deep and heavy, origin of fire, of lakes and rivers, genesis of 
the cosmic disease, the gene, the plague of metals, sky-beings to sky-beings, 
or those of us who are in each other's sky, which 1 told Dona then too, lying in 
bed: how did we get where we are?, geography and field theory, but also 
crystal-growth symposium which we hold in the speech of plants, expanding 
contracting, we who are living on these planets, in locale, the universe ex¬ 
ploding: who are you, electrical life that comes into my brain of another land 
and calls me to meet you beside the barn? Will you lend me a saucer to fly to 
other planets? Will it happen now, or will it simply go on happening? And this 
difference is communicated, as a difference in light. 

1 have opened up the code and let it in, it is coming in. I sense that the brain 
is made up of language, connections, and 1 am outside the brain, 1 can see language 
happening, a beautiful rose opening in moonlight again and again, and other roses 
blossoming from its blossoms, until they fill the torso of space within space, with¬ 
out needs of any other transformation in embryo (they light the night). I am out¬ 
side it, and the brain is an electrical storehouse, a dynamo I direct at them. And 
then I am outside that too, in a darkness that is made up only of light. 

The whole of it, my experience, is just three billionths of what is possible, and 
all the rest I, we do not see, is real, there is more to the Earth and not just more, 
most of it is invisible, most of it, in any aeon, is hidden by light. 1 am in another 
system now, it is known as Jupiter, the planet, and when it phases out all that's 
left are electrical signals going back and forth between suns. 

With a start I realize that the telephone is ringing, shrill in my brain, where 
the dick lion, calling elsewhere in the universe has gotten me by mistake, and 1 
don't want to answer, but it is part of my anatomy, and he is simply a symbol at 
the gate. 1 am returning. 

The land I am in is not terrifying for any of its images; it has none; there is 
only darkness, silence; and it is not inside my body: if I don't get back in I may 
never get back in. 1 am not delirious, 1 am simply there. 

Chuck said, yogi-like, yoga-wise, that you can hear the blood flowing in your 
brain, this is true, but there are images also, and a man at the phone, he is 
calling me, and that behind the song ("1 never drew/One response from you"), 
someone is clothing the message, giving it form; and I stumble back into my 
body, terrified not so much by a carniverous monster, or even a psyche-beast, 
as that something is out there, things live in, happen in the rest of those billionths. 

1 can't put it together either, 1 can't hammer out an imaginary Earth, even my 
lecture on Wednesday was bad, the whole thing left me, 1 ran opposites into oppos¬ 
ites, and tried to get away with Malinowski, and a hope that we had time to dawdle 
back in the Trobriands and a simpler sense of culture, not seeing that when nothing 
is being talked about nothing is being talked about, which is what I said the next 
day, thus changing it, adding the immediacy, that we are all here, whenever we 
are, and I'm not just anyone, and you're not just anyone, let's mind this, and maybe. 
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and maybe not. I can't throw down my guitar, though sometimes I'm left there 
just talking, and they're not even words. 

Suddenly I am back, and the sunlight is ringing, it is ringing a bell, I come 
to the phone in darkness, there is an angel by my tooth on the left part of my 
tongue; what if we were all in this bed together, could we love?, would there be 
enough dream left so that we wouldn't awake, so that behind the shadow on the 
wall, torsos merging, figures sprawled in the mud, we would rise to the 
character of the king. 

The code is broken, I have seen thru, that sunlight must fall into the language 
of the vegetable kingdom, and these are the tablets fish eat, there in the vast 
reference of sugars to build the house that Jack built, and we men, wander among 
cows, among languages, horses, names and nama, things thinged and unthinged, 
and the brain like a cap worn over the temple, a cover to the cistern bearing the 
sacred pool; I don't know where the Jovians come from, I don’t know how far away 
they are, but the same sunlight crosses the necessary distances to fall into their 
atmosphere, is converted, and I am intercepting a message, wearing code like a 
cloak, pulling in my tails, and speaking of what I am. 

I don’t know what the hell it is, I am only trying to pull it all together, and now 
I am so dizzy and afraid, I don't care, knowing or not knowing that there are worlds 
beyond this one, worlds within this one, worlds of me, and my actions count, and 
dawn is hazy behind the other houses, everything is continuous and of process 
except my energy to retain my source of energy; I am miable, and I am composed 
of matter, yet, and I live, yet, and just now I would like to fall asleep and forget 
Jupiter, in soft conversation with Lindy, enwrap warm with her like a vine and 
drop off the podium, down like a blossom into the unknown archaisms of other years, 
other things that happened as well, trumps and semes of previous meaning, into 
where the brain is a cushion, and I sleep, and dream generates a body, and 

I awake and wait, and sunli^t that continues to fall on our planet continues to 
fall. 


- Richard Gros singer. 
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There was no saucy speculation 
demands to justify our nakedness. 

In the midst to rally for disaster 

naked asses go unquestioned and on about their business in disaster 
I was making coco 

I had my clothes on the shipwrecked beach 

(an unwarned hurricane still in motion contrived to mess our lives and pleasure craft) 
ran past the unattended boats of unpresent summer owners 
to cluster with the confluence of year round residents 

and--though I owned no boat I would remain alive--raised my voice in exclamation and attendance. 
We showed how God helps those who help themselves to eveiyday desires 
and does not aid distracted summer livery 

So, all went well in our total bark disaster 
ensued the rally of the many from the Little Beach. 

I was mixing coco in my ready life prepared 
naked of the underlust, unnoticed disaster, we two 
and sandwiches and someone washed the dishes fully clothed 
though as I remembered him, ugly one, he changed to one I love 

How it was we came to patching wood and red brick walls 
no matter, the bricks were red and we wore clothes 
again as was right and proper for the afterbirth of accident. 

I'm sure I would have left the place 

exited, in fact, immediately from that naked kitchen 

but there is that rule: even in disaster 

you may wear no clothes but you may not exit from the dream. 

Your wall is collapsing, you said, because your bricks are not warm enough. 

No, Germaine, you married your husband out of pity, not for love. It is the wood 
that requires room temperature, if you remember what he said. 

We both remembered and from the forgotten length of my well-constructed red brick wall 

to where it crumbled and I stood 

raced the jet black dog with fire in his eyes 

with no intent to kill me. 
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(because of C:H:0) 


Blood red tulips 

and I die and 1 cry 

and I've lost my life, you 

the loss of the Indian who never knew the tulips 
kissed but could not live in the tulips 

then died fast of a lie told him 

by Yellow Htcher, uniforms, afraid of the wound that wouldn't wound 
So they came on him with a lie 

and the knife of his cousin called Pain, Pitcher-Become 
Crazy man, crazy horse 

neither the man nor the horse would appear still in a dream 
but to know the man --or the horse -- 
is to know stillness 

stillness of the Weaverman and MotherSound 

the paths of the sun and the moon 

stillness, the robe we wear as the work of the two 

When I agree, I send you my robe 

come where you are and put my robe on your shoulders 
And then you say, we are together, in stillness 


(from: DESCRIPTIONS: 01930) 


One thousand years I was mildly active in the base of a castle 
etching each day small images of men or objects 
on stones supporting the stones of the castle. 

I was not deformed by birth -- how active can you be? 

hunched over with deformities inflicted by the low ceilings of my dwelling 

I was not deformed by birth 

This morning was near me nothing almost of my previous existence: 
a contained dream of the former night 
contained the castle beside me 
as rancid sand, my etchings 

(negative mathematical homunculi that they were) 
ran to burrow in the liberated dust 
which propelled itself 

(bored with the thousand years' imposition) 
as sensible matter 

I hungered for action and food 

and so presented myself to the kings I admired 

They said to me: "You are not known here" 

For that I slew their dragon ' 

and knew the instance of misplaced admiration 

Tomorrow morning I will see a star 

and although I claim that no star is to be named of man 

I recognize the star, my alien daughter 

I conceive her at this time 

though my wife, who resides in the upper reaches of another castle 
told me I would have a daughter years ago 
and I did not believe her 


(from: DESCRIPTIONS: ///3303) 


Wizen risen, one, as you have seen me to be 
where I dwell in my heart 
I am known one at a time 

I am not approached by groups 
though from distances 

(sometimes as far only as a neighboring hill) 
within my eyes girls in circles dance with 

You will notice that with one side of my body I pass through walls 
and with the other, I construct the wall 
so that I am the wall entirely to myself 
I pass through 

Hadrian's wall will not perish 
the Great Wall will not perish 

There are no well-constructed walls that do not change 

I am a wall that will not perish 

I am a spine risen 

I am a broad spine risen 

the length of my spine is the length of my life 

Here I walk with my mother’s head and my wife's feet 

While only 10 motions, and of my wife, equate me to the rest of the world 



(from: DESCRIPTIONS: 99966) 


That, 

I vow constantly in time 

to hold still 


still, my Lord 
still I am my Lord 
how still I am, my Lord 


Allow, my Lord 
(the ruby women woo) 
my body where I dwell when 
(I brush demons aside): 

Is that ravel you see there? 

No, I tell you, those are my imperfections 
Unfortunately, what I cast from me is useless. 

No one else may touch there. 

That, ruby women, 

have 

you ever known a fern to be an eye? 

There are eyes behind my eyes 
and space 

and the landscape is largely of ferns. 

That I succor black lambs' advice 
the gentle tongue, lack of fear 
and curling hair at my finger points 
are precious moments and advice 
on my constant vertical devotion 

To you I am demonic 

I have blood and make ancient vows 

To myself I am only the man I am 

To her I am everything that I am and ever will be 

I bathe in milk 
I bathe in honey 

I bathe in the gazes of ruby women 

I am all yours 
I remain in time 
I dig my stance, my Lord 
but. That, 

oh, the ruby women woo me so 
that, oh, the ruby women woo me so 


(from: DESCRIPTIONS: 2214) 


I. I 

can barely speak plainly without trembling 

but you who are wise, my children 

you who are in love, my children 

know plainly what I have to say 

and it is to you I speak 

without speaking 

without trembling 
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(from: DESCRIPTIONS: 22.901) 


Whe, my wings are shadowy and thick with new emergence 
(you must have seen a butterfly once such as I am today) 

I am an angel no less 

than all my acts I offer to you 
I reveal myself in constant vision, constant action to you 
What you see of me, God sees of me 

(with limits and changes given to the eye) 
I have the experience of strength and treasure 
But as they are always in the act of experience 
I have nothing great at this moment to show you 
I am an angel no less 
Perhaps you are unable to recognize me 
though God eyes me at this moment, a puzzle 
you say you see, perhaps, my arms? 

my legs? 

and the sinews I use as you use yours? 
Mortals who recognize me see me in my face 
Look closely at my face and you will see 

milk 

sand 

and the slight movement of a bird's wing 
as the bird leans on windy currents 
as well as the convenience of flesh 
I use to be with you 
as I choose to be with you 
I love and choose to be with you 


(from: DESCRIPTIONS; /3333/) 


I am free from 
I am the delusion of wind 
I am the vow of the delusion of wind 
I am delusion 
I am free from 

When you look for me among the words -- the vows of delusion 
you find me in the word, delusion 
If the word delusion is not present 
you find me precisely among the words 

Seek the wind through me 
(as you do through yourself) 
and I grant you the vows of myself 
I grant you delusion-myself 

Seek always the wind 

for if you seek through me delusion alone 

then you seek the empty region between the words 

where there are no vows 

no tune --no prince --no color -- 

no dream --no chance --no change 

then you seek the Absent Heart 

and you become the Absent Blood 

You become not yourself 

You become absent 

I am delusion 

which is not as you see me contained 
but is as you see me containing 

within my body is delusion 

Seek always the wind 

for if you seek through me delusion alone 
I consume delusion 


I am free from 
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(from: DESCRIPTIONS: 00904) 


Different radiances cry Peace! 
death the origin, peace 
death the field, peace 
age a process of action 

of life in the body 
life inhabits all bodies 
life inhabits the deathless 
"tick" he says "a-thousand-one" 

a coin falls and gives off radiance 
and the same coin replaces itself 

unwavering change 


-- Linda Parker. 
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A JOY PROPOSED 


The barmaid's ass did something wonderful as she pumped the pressure 
up in the barrel of bitters, the right cheek working with the foot, the left 
one jiggling -- one half of the world dancing to the other half. There wasn’t 
one of us pressed five deep against the bar with the lopsided sick grins on our 
faces could ride two globes like that and keep balance. The fat landlady knew 
it; she hoisted her two big tits with her arms and laughed at us. 

This barmaid was the oldest and roundest of the landlady's three daughters, 
all stuck-up bitches who carried their sex like an egg between their legs. They 
were anti-Yank and anti-choco and fucked only for officers of the Australian 
Imperial Forces. And there was no rushing them, because their stepfather, 
the landlady's husband, was a tough nut, an old cattle rustler from outback, 
a man with no legs who humped himself across the barroom floor like a go¬ 
rilla, with a pair of leather-tired wooden blocks in his hands, his short stumps 
and the whole lower part of him wrapped in thick leather. He was standing or 
sitting or squatting on his low stool or table behind the bar, also watching the 
ass and imitating it with his eyebrows. 

In the open door behind the bar, half in the dark where the landlady couldn't 
see her and smiling straight at me in all that crowd, stood the little slavey, 
the half-witted, dirty little scullion and chambermaid. She liked my curly hair 
and would sneak up behind me and put her dirty hand in it. Curlytop! She had 
curly hair herself, close cropped like an orphan's and with lint in it. And she 
had a dirty, sly smile that took me as sharp as did the barmaid's ass between 
my fingers and in my back teeth. There were two or three things in Balumba 
could start that raw tickle, and I was never long enough away from all of them 
for it to disappear entirely. 

Balumba was the worst place for a rest camp, there being two thousand 
chocos, militiamen, only five miles away and about two hundred big diggers 
from the A.l. F. convalescing at the hospital. The chocos, little fellas mostly, 
who smelled of stale tea and mutton, were gone sour and might gang up on a 
Yank in the dark just out of spite. The A. 1. F. 's were big playful guys who might 
knock you over for the hell of it. They smelled of stale tea, mutton and come. 
One of those big diggers leaned across the bar one day and emptied a butcher of 
beer over the landlady's husband --to see if he would sprout new roots. The 
l.h. swung himself onto the bar, but the digger had heard about him and backed 
away quick. So the l.h. knocked down two chocos who were laughing at him. 1 
was within reach myself, but for some reason he’d taken a shine to me. Which 
didn't make me feel any more comfortable in that bar. 
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Down the street there was a Chinese tailor shop where they served meat 
pies and tea. There was a daughter there too, a slim Chinese girl who had 
skin and bones like a roast Chinese rabbit stuck full of garlic and spices. 

The chocos used to come in to have their buttons sewed on and to talk con¬ 
fidentially with the girl by the hour -- how this one had said that to her and 
she said to him and that one asked for a photo but she couldn't give it, could 
she, with her feeancy a p. o.w. and that other she couldn't see after what he 
did, taking advantage. All this she spoke in a low voice, her finger writing 
on the counter and the little bones moving under her throat. And the chocos 
talking back, their fingers in the flies of their extra pair of pants, as low 
and earnest, about how you couldn’t trust this one and they'd told that one 
what they thought of the other and the officers, some of them, were the worst 
of the lot. Me she only served with bitter tea and those meat pies that stank 
of wool. 

You could walk from one end of Balumba to the other and not see another 
woman, except maybe one of the eight ugly nurses from the hospital, who 
wouldn't look at you, or the fat landlady or the fatter Chink mama or a choco 
officer's wife, who jumped back into her galvanized-iron house if she saw 
you looking at her. And a little ways out of town there were the abos and their 
women, who lived in a village of huts made of flattened biscuit tins. There was 
a sign at that end of town warning you away from the village after nightfall and 
off all their women, full blood, quadroon or octaroon. They showed up evenings 
at the back of the open-air movie, quiet, shy, the women skinny legged, flat 
breasted, their kids in their arms, taking in, as a black stone takes light, the 
flicker of skyscrapers and Veronica Lake. 

I had the luck to meet one woman who was unattached and available, in a way, 
a civilian nurse in training, home on leave from a hospital in Brisbane, a nice 
girl and not too bad looking but with the wrong kind of flesh, the kind you felt 
you would leave prints in if you squeezed it. She was literary and, though she 
was studying midwifery, seemed to think it natural that I didn't try. We talked 
a lot about books, about my wife, about how nice Balumba was before the war 
and about a poem she had written in the middle of the night when she was only 
sixteen about the sky was a mother and she could feel the earth lift her. All the 
time I was looking at her arms and her neck and her plump, juiceless cheeks 
and wondering if she let me could 1. I took a picture of her and sent it to my 
wife. I wrote on the back that she was a girl I'd met in a leprosarium who'd 
lost her hands and feet but was still beautiful, although you couldn't tell it from 
the photograph. 

Don't ask me why 1 did that. Maybe 1 didn't know what to make of it and had 
to make something. Or I wanted my wife, or somebody, to know that I was all 
right, that women were just women to me and that I could admire them impartial 
ly, the way a man should after his pimples are gone, or even have gay, wistful 
little affairs with them between battles. The same way I wrote about the diggers 
and the chocos, the landlady's husband, the flights of budgerigars and cockatoos. 


I 

I 
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the gum trees, wallabies and aborigines --so much goddam scenery. And 
I wandered about, fierce and scared -- as if I'd eaten something poisonous 
and wanted more and was willing to kill people to get it. 

I had that raw tickle always in my finger webs and teeth, and though I'm 
only five feet five and weigh a hundred and thirty pounds, my fists swung 
dangerously at my sides like a pair of lead weights. I would have liked to 
clout one of those big diggers in his thick neck or kick the landlady's husband 
between the shoulder blades. But I knew if I did kick him it would be like kick¬ 
ing a rooted stump and that he would reach around and squeeze me flat. And 
one of those diggers would knock me down and stomp my ass into a puddle. So 
I knew I never would. I never would throw my nurse friend down and leave her 
there unraped or go roll on the floor at the barmaid's feet, howling, sobbing and 
tearing my hair, or sink my teeth into the crisp shoulder of the Chinese girl and 
hold on until they cut my head off and still hold on, like a bulldog or one of those 
lizards. I never. 

-- Snowy, the landlady's husband said laying his arms across the bar, why does 
a little bloke like you always look so bloody tough and desperate? Are ya thinkin 
of all the Japs ya slaughtered or do ya bloody well jack off too much? 

-- Let me ask you one. Stumpy, I said. How do ya keep from draggin. 

The landlady's husband laughed. 

-- I keep it stiff -- that's 'ow. 

The big Digger at my side grinned and poked me with his elbow. 

-- Mate, he said to the l.h., I bet ya can do a pole vault clear over the bloody 
threshold when yer in form. 

-- I can vault clear over the bloody bar and fix yer bloody face if I've a mind. 

If I 'ad me bloody legs I could top 'alf a dozen like you standin on each other's 
bloody shoulders. As it is, I can bloody well pull ya down where I can get at ya. 

So drink yer bloody beer and go easy on the funny bits. 

The Digger edged away. The landlady's husband looked around to see that 
nobody was listening and then leaned toward me. 

-- Ya don't want to take it so serious. Snowy. If ya was a dog ya could 'owl 
and if ya was a sponge ya could shrivel. But bein a man. Snowy, take it like a 
man. I'm only 'alf a man but I'm a rock. What's it, after all? A matter of 
distance. Ya want a feel? Well, ya can 'ave one with yer eye at a 'undred yards. 
And if it comes to that, a blind man can 'ave one with no eye at all and ten miles 
away. And it's nothin but an arse. Snowy, it's got no more brains than a bloody 
pillow. 

He stretched his fingers over the edge of the bar and pulled himself off his 
stool to get closer. 

-- I know what I'm talkin about. Snowy, because when I was your age and 'ad 
me legs, I was awful bitter for it, like what you are now. 

In the mirror over the bar I saw Sergeant Railey come in with five of his rebel 
pals at his back. From the door he looked over the heads of the men straight at 
the barmaid's ass in the mirror, which I saw too as she bent to the tap. The 
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landlord watched my eyes but he didn't turn to see what I was looking at. 

-- When 1 'ad me legs -- I lost 'em at Wipers in the first one -- but when 
I 'ad 'em, I near ran 'em off chasing it. And when I lost 'em. 

He broke off and grunted, drew back his arms and stood straight and still 
for a moment -- like a block. I leaned over the bar and looked down at him. 

It struck me that he must have drawn his balls up in his hand when his legs were 
blown off -- there was so little left under him. It was like that Abo I met up north, 
legless and solidly floating, when I came around a rock in the cleft of a hill. He 
was stark naked and black, but his legs were either painted or powdered over 
with the white ash of a grass fire. Standing against a white stone, he looked for a 
moment as though he was planted in the air like a fossil in a rock. He had a spear 
and a spear thrower over his shoulder. He didn't move any part of him or look at 
me or at an 5 rthing. I walked around him as if he was a rock in the way, and until 
the path turned again I felt him behind me, though I didn't look back, as if I'd split 
like a chip off his black body and bounced into an ant or a centipede, some damn 
busy thing digging narrow holes in the world -- that had to sniff first this, then that, 
look first this way, then that way. 

-- What I'm sayin. Snowy. When I lost 'em I was that bloody desperate I could 
have done what that bugger just said -- learned to walk on the third one. Every 
bloody thing in the bloody world was out of reach -- especially that. 

He looked into my eyes to see if I believed in him six feet tall with his legs on, 
jumping out of his trench at Wipers, riding a horse outback looking for black 
velvet and rustling the stockmen's cattle and their daughters. I couldn't fit any 
legs on him. 

The men were racketing louder now, squeezing me against the bar and reaching 
their empties over my head. It was half an hour yet to closing but the taps were 
spluttering. I looked into his shallow eyes until my own eyes prickled, but I 
couldn't help seeing, under the lifted mugs with the froth on them, now the barmaid's 
ass, now the slavey in the doorway lifting her little breasts for me and making 
promises with her mouth and hands, now Sergeant Railey's face, slack and harden¬ 
ing like cold poured rubber. 

-- I used to wake up in the middle of the night in the 'ospital and reach for it -- 
it seemed to be 'angin right over me 'ead or standin by the night table. I'd go to 
swing me legs out of the bed and grab 'old. But I didn't 'ave any bloody legs to 
swing. 

He was talking now with a kind of cold urgency, as if he were pulling me out of 
a hole under fire, his voice getting lower as the noise in the bar got louder, his 
eyes still on me but flickering like mine at the corners, toward where the barmaid 
and her mother were milking the taps, chopping the foam off, yelling at the men to 
stand off and where Railey and his pals were pushing deeper in among the chocos 
and trouble was making at the back of the bar. 

- - Once I woke I'd lie there by the bloody hour touchin me stumps and dreamin 
about it. I tell ya. Snowy, I went through it I did. I 'ad all of it and I 'ad it every 
bloody way ya can imagine. There wasn't a 'air in it that I 'adn't been over, cold 
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and 'ot, slow drawn out and in a bloody 'urry. I reckon by the time the wounds 
was 'ealed and I was learnin to stump about. I'd bloody well exhausted it. Be¬ 
cause one morning, about four oclock it was, I woke up with not a bloody dream 
or a bloody itch left in me. If I'd 'ad 'alf a dozen legs and four bloody arms, 1 
wouldn't 'ave moved a one of 'em to lay 'old of it. Struth, I was still stiff in me 
remainin leg, but as calm and peaceful as a droolin baby or a soft old man. 1 
was past lookin for it. And I still am. It was like the 'ole bloody world was one 
big comfortable cunt and a bloke didn't 'ave to go runnin about but could turn over 
nice and cosy in the middle of it. Do ya know what I mean. Snowy? 

-- I don't know if I know what you mean. Stumpy, I said. And if 1 did know 
what's it got to do with me? I've still got two legs to carry the third one. 

If the world was a cunt, then 1 was caught in the stiff hairs outside. The 
tickle in my teeth was so strong that I wanted to bite into my glass, and my hands 
were so heavy I felt I could pound the landlady's husband into the floor like a blunt 
spike. I put both my fists on the bar to get their weight off my arms and shoulders 
and I looked around for someone to hit. 

-- All raght! Sergeant Railey yelled. All raghti 

The landlady's husband jerked his head up to feel which way and how hard the 
wind was blowing. The soldiers at the bar pushed back against the crowd with 
their behinds. 

-- No, no. Snowy. It aint a matter of legs. It aint sour grapes. My bloody 
oath! there's plenty of it right 'ere in Balumba wouldn't mind givin me a go, legs 
or no legs. And it aint a matter of turnin yerself into a bloody saint either. I'll 
tell ya what it's like. Snowy. It's like -- like ya was to put yer feelers out and -- 

-- Gilbert! the landlady shouted straightening up and wiping her hands on her 
big bubs, Gilbert, that's the lahst of it. 

A groan went up in the bar. The landlady's husband raised his head again but 
kept his eyes on me, his big head coming forward on his neck, looking for it. 

-- It's like -- 

He broke off and looked absently out over the crowd who were still waving 
their empty mugs. The landlady gave her daughter a shove, and the bitch went 
off swinging her rump, her nose high, not looking at the men. She went through 
the doorway, where the slavey made room for her ass, and disappeared in the 
dark. In the mirror I saw Railey watching her go. One of his pals took him by 
the arm. Railey pulled away. The landlady crossed her arms on her bosom and 
bent back to yell. 

-- All right now, mates! We're fair dry 'ere. No more beer till tomorrow. 
Clear out now! 

Sergeant Railey clapped one hand on the shoulder of one of his pals and the other 
on a choco's shoulder and popped up over the heads of the crowd. 

-- All raght! you fuckin Dinkums! All raght! You save some of that fuckin 
Aussie beeyuh and some of that l^loody Aussie cunt for the Yew Ess Army! 

The choco stepped aside and Sergeant Railey went over sideways, one fist 
swinging as he fell. 
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-- 'Ere! thel.h. said, none of that bloody larrikinism! 'Ere! 

He raised himself on his arms, the muscles in his shoulders bunching 
like two new grown heads. 

-- Get in under the flap. Snowy, he said to me. 

The landlady reached under the bar and brought out a club. 

-- Get in under the flap, 1 told ya! 

-- Me? 1 said raising my fists. 

-- Get in imder the bloody flap before someone steps on ya! 

He took a big breath, pushed down and swung himself onto the bar. He held 
one hand out and the landlady slapped the club into it. With the other hand he 
pushed my head down hard. 

-- Now 'ere! Now 'ere! Now you stop that and look 'ere at me! I'll brain 
the first bloody man lifts 'is 'and -- I don't care where 'e comes from. 

The legs were moving away from me. I pushed and ducked under. Just as I 
came up behind the bar, something smashed and a shower of glass fell on my 
neck and hands. The little slavey ran out, took me by the hand and pulled me 
through the door. She bolted it behind us. 

-- Curley! Curlytop! 

She put her hands in my hair. In the dark she wriggled against me, giggling 
and breathing hard. Her hair had a musty smell like a piece of old carpet. The 
door behind me shook suddenly as though struck by a gust of wind. I pushed her 
away, felt under my collar and pulled a long splinter of glass out of my skin. 

-- No, the slavey said, pulling at my shirt, don't go back in there. Curly! 
They'll 'urt ya. 

The noise behind the door fell away to a mumble. I thought the M. P. 's had 
come. 

-- Stay on the bar, Gilbert! the landlady screeched. Stay on the bar! 

There was a great splintering crash. The bar turned over? Or the big mirror? 
Then a confused screaming or laughing, as though every woman in Balumba had 
come running in to be raped. 

The slavey fumbled at me, found my hand. 

-- Come, she said and pulled me up the dark stairs. 

I held tight and stumbled up, kicking every riser as I went. The noise below 
seemed not to touch the silence of the stairs. I heard distinctly the creaking of 
the boards and the trembling breath of the slavey. I mumbled a parody of the 
nurse in training's poem. 

The dark sky leaned down when I awoke 

To nurse the 'omeless, ticklish bloke 

Oo'd amputated 'imself for a joke. 

Never a bloody word she spoke 

But kept me warm till the day broke 

With the 'airy stars wrapped around like a cloak. 

On the landing a little light came through under the eaves. There was a 
second, narrower flight of stairs with a door at the top. The door was tied shut 
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with a piece of string. The slavey untied it and brought me into a narrow 
attic room, close and hot and with a smell of eucalyptus in it. The ceiling 
sloped sharply down to the floor so that you could stand upright only in the 
middle. 1 started for the little window at the other end where 1 could see the 
white branches and the silver tassled fruit of a gum tree, but the slavey bobbed 
up in my way and spread her arms. 

-- Coin to jump out of the window, Yank? 

She smiled like a thief and looked sideways at her steel cot. Then she bent 
over, took the hem of her loose dress in her hands and pulled it over her head. 

She was very white and thin underneath but rounded and ingeniously complicated. 
The lines of her little breasts and belly curved beautifully toward the secret 
places of her armpits and crotch, pointing and concealing. She lifted her arms 
and turned all about for me to see her. But when I reached out a hand, she ducked 
under the ceiling, kicked off her slippers and ran to the door. She tied it shut 
again with another piece of string. 

-- Now ya can't get out. Are y'afraid, Yank? 

The weight had seeped out of my fists, and I was trembling, shaking rather 
like a damn jelly. 1 turned away from her to calm myself and went to the window. 

There wasn't a sound out there. The white roads were empty and quiet under 
the sun, the iron roofs shone like tipped sheets of water. The M. P. 's had come 
and stopped it. Or were they all struck dumb down there? The empty mugs lifted 
out of the tangle of arms, the eyes raised to the ceiling following the pointing club 
of the landlady's husband. Now! Now look 'ere! Now look there you blokes! Now 
watch! Now listen! Now she's up be'ind 'im. She's put 'er arms around 'im. 

Now she's at 'is shirt buttons. Now! The abo village was struck full by the low 
sun. The abo women moved before it, stabbed through by the thousand points of 
light off the biscuit tins, their outlines broken, their legs and arms leaving them 
as they walked. 

-- There's yer nurse friend, the slavey said. 

Sure enough, she'd come out from behind the obelisk of the soldiers' monument. 
She was dressed in white and waiting for me. My midwife friend who'd woke up in 
the middle of the night to deliver the sky mother of a poem. 

-- I know 'er, the slavey said spitefully, she was born 'ere. 

She slipped off my shirt and put her mouth to my back. My flesh began to 
shake again. 

-- Poor Curly! she said and ran her hands comfortingly over my back and 
shoulders. 

The nurse in training put her hand on the monument and leaned against it look¬ 
ing down at the brown grass. 

-- I saw her once all nyked, the slavey said lasciviously. 

She giggled and kissed my back. She unbuckled my belt. In her white dress 
at this distance, the nurse was very beautiful. Dear Lillian, I hope that after 
two years of absence this news will not be too hard for you. I have fallen in love 
with the girl from the leprosarium. She will be getting out soon -- not cured. 
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but noninfectious -- 

-- How did she look naked? 

-- Oo 'er? Like a bowl of porridge. She wasn't nice and pretty like me. 

No more is that fat-arsed Mavis in the bar. 

She unbuttoned my fly and let my trousers drop around my feet. A choco 
officer's wife came out on the steps of her house the other side of the monument 
square. Both she and the nurse seemed to be looking straight up at our window. 
The slavey moved her face like a brush on my back, cheek, mouth, cheek. 1 
held still under her hands. I was afraid if I made a move I might scare them 
away below; the whole bloody town might not show up on the bit of brown grass 
around the monument to watch us like a bloody picture show. The landlady and 
her three daughters, the Chinese girl and the chocos, the eight ugly nurses and 
the diggers. Sergeant Railey and his rebels -- even the landlady's husband 
hunkering across town to see and the Abo floating down out of the naked hills 
the whole world of them folding around me like a pearl around a grain of sand. 

-- Curly! the slavey moaned. Curly! 

The choco officer's wife turned suddenly and ran back into her house. The 
nurse in training looked all about her, took her hand from the monument and 
walked slowly down the road. 

-- Aow, Curly! the little slavey panted, Aow, look at me! Curly! Turn 
around and look at me! 


-- Robert Heilman. 



DAVID 


The old king walked from his palace 

to the tent of God step by step 

resting his arm a stick in white linen 

on the thin shoulders of Avishag the Shunammite 

the right arm of the loveliest maiden in Israel 

around David’s waist in her left 

the lyre 

she stopped outside the tent 
passed the old man and his instrument 
to Zadok the priest who helped his king 
to the cedar throne in the antechamber 
of the Holy of Holies 

only the high priest 

once each year 

entered the chamber 

where the Tablets of Moses rested 

in the ark of acacia-wood overlaid with gold 

enveloped by curtains of the finest white linen 

with scarlet blue and purple 

cherubs woven in 

and implements and decorations 

wrought by the deftest artisans in Israel 

from silver and gold and bronze hewn from mountains 

Zadok left David in his chair 

and the lyre beside him and sacrificed 

an unblemished he-goat from the king's best herd 

on the acacia altar coated with bronze 

meticulous and pious the priest performed 

the final sin-sacrifice his king would offer 

the ritual complete Zadok departed and Avishag 

lingered outside the tent and David alone 

stared at the curtains barely sensed 

the thick fragrance of oil and frankincense 

that clouded the head of the girl 

who waited alone in the cool afternoon 

unaware that she waited unaware 

that his fingertips rested on the strings of his lyre 

he stared at the curtains and began to speak: 


only Bath Sheba 
and every time I look 

even at her 


my sin 

the blood of thousands 
the deaths of all my sons who mattered 
sometimes my God 
sometimes 1 think 
the measure of blood 

would not have 

diminished 

my noblest sons 

would have found 

their rebellions 

if 1 hadn't 
killed her husband 


Blasphemy the word deflects 
my flow of thought as if 
you or your tottering prophet Nathan 
with clucking tongue 
and scruffy beard 
inspired eyes that never 

met my gaze 

slapped my face or woke me 
from this nightmare called old age 

1 know 

1 know 


the first rebellion Absalom's 
followed fast 

on Uriah's death 
1 also know Blasphemy 
and better one more sin against you 
than self deception 


Jonathan 

dead 


Bath Sheba 


and Absalom 


to feel a demon gnawing 


at my heart 



each time my thoughts or eyes glance off 
the only woman 

always so silent 
in love or hate and Solomon 
to have her son the king 
they think to trick a dying man 
as she / will come 

then Nathan 

with clever turn of phrase to bring to mind my oath 
that Solomon shall succeed me 
not Adoniah 


she acts the spy 
the lovely maid hardly sixteen 
they sent to warm my limbs 
numbed from a cold that 
the thickest cloths of Tyre 
cannot relieve 

she acts the spy 
for me she says 

because she loves the aging king 
willingly she spies for me 
on Bath Sheba 

and this fair girl 

like my queen a king cannot be sure 
his women love him how I'd love 
to father a son on this young girl 
who loves 

me as fair as Absalom with hair 
like Samson's handsome and passionate 
and brave in war 

trusting and kind 

as Jonathan 
who took with him 

the best part of my compassion when he died 
and wise 


as wise 1 must admit 


as Solomon 


Bath Sheba's son 

who's best to rule 

who like his mother / perhaps 

because of her 

spreads silence around him 

when he stands before me 

though it's said he's full of words 
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for his teachers his mother 
and the old prophet 

who has scolded me 
like an infant 
longer than 1 remember 

and even 

when I found favor 
in his eyes 

and yours 

promised me everything 
except 

you would not 

let me 

build 

the temple 

and 1 object my God 
that it be built 
by Solomon my son 
who never touched 
my heart or sang a psalm 
or raised his voice 
in anger joy or anguish 
who never 

will feel the ache 
of cold dry fingers 

that can no longer stroke a lyre’s strings 

as you slowly took the innocent 
first born 

of our love and my sin 
1 fasted wept and slept upon the ground 
prayed for the dying 

not the dead 

but all my humble lamentations 
could not disperse your disgust 
at our unholy union 

and now 

you'd have the second bom 
succeed me 

shameless 

1 beseeched you 

in hunger tears and mire 
spare this child and his mother 
shameless too 


I danced naked 



before your ark 

leapt and spun and strummed my lyre 
and lost the love of Michal 
Saul's daughter 

who played the lure 
in Saul's attempt to cast me as Uriah 
who impiously despised me 
in my dance 

I gave her 

no children 


at last I join 
those sons 

my first with Bath Sheba 
and Absalom 
in them 

I could have 


outlived this body 

dying dry and cold 
corrupting the lovely girl 
who sleeps 

against 

my breast between 

my thighs 


to spy for me 

against Bath Sheba 

whose love I've lost to gnawing guilt that you 
and Nathan have nurtured within her 
whose love I've lost 


to Solomon 


fingers that eased Saul's worst days 
pluck dissonance 

from heavy strings 
and I / lack the young harpist 
to release 

my body my soul 

to mazes of pure melody 


no sons 
no love 
no music 


as my days crawl from meal to meal 
visits from grandsons 

and kings 

reports decisions 
war trade squabbles 
among the servants 
each word each breath 
scrapes along my throat 

my brittle lips 
dry like fingers and groin 
teeth made sore by tougher food than 

porridge 


no tears 


though tears came easy 
for my fathers brothers 
so many my sons 
a father should not 

outlive his children 
tears for Absalom and Jonathan 
even for Saul 


whom you abandoned 
how the mighty have fallen 
when he would not 
or could not 
annihilate a nation 


I will not 

I will not cry 

for David 


indifferent / water 
oozes from my eyes 
creeps along the dry mask of flesh 
glued to my face 

no tears 

though all 

would hear me weep would 
ease me to senility 
and ease themselves 

from fear to pity 

or contempt 

for one who weighs less 


now 

than as a boy running through the streets of Jerusalem 
a shepherd crooning to my father’s herds 



elected from the countryside near Bethlehem 
to this city Jerusalem where 1 wandered 
days soothed Saul his dark nights 
my lyre winding streets and broad places 
courtyards of vineyards and figtrees ancient 
stones within these walls my walls 
where Solomon will build 

at the center 


in a peaceful time 


your house of stone and 

cedar sandalwood and cypress from Lebanon 
my place this city Jerusalem 

where 1 know 

all the alleys all the names few faces 
unfamiliar 


Bath Sheba unfamiliar 
bathed it seemed in glow 
when I saw her that evening 
odor of oranges breeze on my face 
looking out on my city from the roof of my house 
looking out on the city 
1 would not leave for war. 


Bernard Horn. 


i've memorized my 
lines 

of cheek of chin 

mirror, you 

haven’t even noticed the change. 

as one who has lived 

in his father's house 

(he was so changeless) 

until the grey man 

like cement asked what 

tone we'd contend his skin to be. 
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the mail man 


the postman has delivered mornings the gospel 

his own soliloquies 

having had to bushwack a way 

along cement paths 

in silence in the beginning was 

the moment and long 

long the moment be us 

running hard i breathe therefore i was. 

he's lain his footsteps as hieroglyphs 

(primitives spit on the soil for the planting) 

everyman your translation lies in letters on the walk. 


everyman your perspective your perspective 
from the center 

wallowing with us eyes bobbing now & then 
above water what do you see? that touch 
broadens our position in the search 
of your skin 

fingers bask in suns of nipples 


circular 

one of the most frustrating 
things to happen when you are free 
with eyes closed and dancing with 
yourself over the world in an air 
of satisfaction is to step head 
first through the plate glass window 
of a butcher shop 


the pig 

at the firstnationalfood chain 
youcanbuy one fullycooked 
swiftspremium mature hen 
withoutgiblets foradollar 
in a large red &white can 
and feedltto your cat 
whowill dine on the whitemeat 
sipthebroth leavetheneck 


application 

from 

the 

destruction 

company 


unless i can be an integral part 

of the machinery like the time my family 

lay afoundation for a screened-in porch 

the old man making cement the women 

giving water from a garden 

hose and me digging and 

humping rocks rushing back 

and forth to the faucet my 

young brother crawling prints into 

the finished product making 

us laugh together i ain't gonna 

lift a fucking stone man. 


-- Robert Gibbons. 



Fable 


Dinero! Dinero! I screamed at the savage. He answered in his mumbo- 
jumbo./ That was the way it was until the new Presidential order. You 
could try to talk to 'em, or you could cheat ’em, but you couldn't shoot 'em. / 
Things changed, they always do, and they made up a regiment of us in St. 

Louis, under Major Lomax, and sent us out to the territory./ 

Often, at night, 1 would look up at the stars and sing a sort of made-up idyll at 
the moon. / The horses preferred sleeping to listening; there were no women at 
the camp; no man not on watch stayed to audit whatever nonsense his wakeful 
fellow would concoct. / It was a free time for dreaming. I dreamt, aloud, in song 
often, of the savages, the rattlesnakes, the other objects encountered during the 
day; of home; and of the future./ Of the future, I dreamt when these valleys, these 
golden-brown hillslopes, would be covered with our towns, not needing stockades 
or watchmen, there being no savages any longer in this territory. / Once the 
dreaming led me on to actual sleep, it soothed my spirit so. I accounted myself, 
all in all, a most convincing dreamer. 

The boys and I descended carefully to within view of the Cherokee camp. / The 
tents were pitched, seemingly in haste, poles at the top not at all symmetrical 
against the dusk. Swallow flitted amid their temporal brothers the small brown 
bats. I lit my pipe and we tried to count the tents. These savages had good 
Winchesters and fast horses. We counted twenty-seven. / Thad said, "They will 
sing of such sights as this later in song. They'll miss the fleas in your hair, the 
gnats at your faces, your sprained ankles and crooks in your backs that make all 
us boys old men before our times. They'll sing of us lusty boys and the slaughter 
that we do. " Thad was given over to this kind of talk. / 

I dreamt of the streets of St. Louis, laid out like hedgerows, the wooden platforms 
all fresh pine, the ladies in full dresses, the wax in the men's moustaches, their 
pipes, the gardens full of colanders. Elsbeth and Shorty, Nathan and Harriet. It 
was a fine old company then I dreamt of as the cattle stretched out before me like 
things I owned. / 

Sam Quinn had a new pair of eyeglasses from Philadelphia. They came in the 
packet one day. He looked like a Harvard doctor in them, and we laughed. He 
sat down then and there and damned if he didn't write the Ballad of the Eyeglasses 
as we looked on. / 



There are a lot of words I don't know how to pronounce. I mean, I found out 
about them, so there must be a lot more 1 don't pronounce right I haven’t found 
out about. Potpourri 1 pronounce pot-pour-ee. Sadism 1 pronounce with a sad 
in front. But then I'm a little ahead of my time on that one anyway. / 

I asked Alex Hay how the mission went. "OK," he said. He was a kind of inventor, 
in his quiet way, was Alex. "He, the old man, said ask no quarter, so we went 
into the camp revolvers blazin' and lined up a bunch of 'em against their teepees 
and shot 'em all dead. Sam Riddle shot kids mostly, 'cause he's always lowering 
his sights. "/ I thought of the bats and the swallows, going flit, flit, against the 
canyon over the great shooting gallery on the plain. I thought of the flashes of light 
against the dusky sky, the griddles hot and the uneaten food, the scornful face of 
the savagery. / Sam Riddle, I found out later from the medico, broke his leg in a 
fall from his horse coming back. I thought his problem wasn't that he lowered his 
sights but that he always hunched his back a little, thus his shooting problem and 
his falling problem were connected perchance, one to the other. "As by some 
gossamer of cause, " I thought; wanted to make a night song there on the spot. / 

His leg got gangrenous and they shipped him back to his mother in New Orleans. 

She sent us a pretty letter after it was over with him. He was a young boy, not 
more than fifteen. We had took him on as cook but couldn't stand the grub, which 
was why he was out that day. / Thad was pretty unsentimental about our dead. • 
"Whores de combat," he said, drawling out com-bat./ He had a young spinster 
aunt at a Lycee somewhere where the genteel folks are in New England. Once he 
went to see her. He took off in May for the St. Louis stage and got back at the end 
of July with a new moustache. We asked him what happened and he said "I sure got 
good family."/ 

Another packet came with blood all over the bags. The riders got shot up but their 
horses knew where to find us./ By this time Sam Crews had left us and joined the 
boys out in Malvern Creek Canyon. We figured they did it, but we killed a few 
savages to get the point across to 'em./ They scalped a child of the deacon's in 
return. / We castrated our half-breeds and sent 'em back to their people./ They 
hamstrung some of our horses at night. / Alex got so mad he emptied his guns at 
the starry sky. You could see the flashes and think you saw the bullets make 
arcs. The noise on the prairie that night was something curious, and a song had 
to be made, so I made it. / 

Listen boys to the goddamn noise 

coming across the way like thunder. 

Alex's Colt done slipped its bolt 

and the stars got mad at us down under. 

Fi and a fo and a fa-dlddle-da 

Got mad at us down under. / 

It was about this time we killed an old brave with a bag full of whiskey. When he 
opened his mouth and died whiskey ran out. / We took the three bottles and dls- 




tributed 'em among what was left of the boys. Fourteen had died by now, six of 
’em not by the savages, two of those by their own hands, one maybe an accident. 
Someone said "Save the whiskey boys till there's less of us and it's winter. " 

Alex shot off his toe./ 

Major Lomax climbed up a pole we'd set in the ground, meaning later to build a 
bird's nest on top. He’d had a full portion of the brave's whiskey. He broke his 
neck, back of the nape-bone. / We’d have buried him but the fever hit camp the 
same night and we didn't know when it would end, so we cleaned all our gear and 
left an hour or so after Lomax fell. Six boys died on the way out, some in their 
saddles./ Later several thousand savages died around there, maybe from the 
rot from the corpses. / 

Alex took over. We met some squaws the second day he had command, and some¬ 
one said "Let's get 'em Alex" and he grinned and said "Sure boys" but his finger 
slipped off the trigger at the look of the first one and he cried like a babe. 1 made 
a song about Massachusetts children leaving their mamas. / Alex gave over the 
reins to Shorty, who'd come in from St. Louie. Shorty put Alex to court martial 
but nobody had the heart to sit on the jury. / He was an awful coward, that boy, 
but being in command had done something for him. He became cook, and dressed 
wounds too after the medico had got sick and died of a cramp. / 

The President himself called us back from the territory. Waste of men, he said, 
nobody's going to get that far to settle and live. 1 thought of my dreams of houses 
all over the sides of the canyons. / 

There was a naked woman in each of the houses, and she pulled the blinds up and 
down, showing herself and then covering herself. 1 screamed in the dream and 
made a song about the evil of women. / Something moved and damned if 1 didn't 
shoot a horse. Shorty ran up and I shot him too, in the head, but he lived. He 
has a big hole in his jaw. I’m told, and can't chew tobacco for all the wires. / 

1 got where I am now off that. / 

Now 1 dream of my mother. She's dressed like a cowboy, has leather all over 
her, and carries a big saw. She goes around sawing off shoots from green trees. 

She yells and hollers at gophersnakes and saws 'em in two. She's about six foot 
three in my dream, some woman. / 

There's no whiskey here, no good coffee with the boys, plenty of fleas, a few 
livres to read. I'm picking up French. A purple book gets passed around that 
shows us a lot of pictures of how the French make love./ I'd like to see General 
Lafayette fall off his horse into one of those poses, but then he's dead/ and besides 
I'll never get out of here unless they take me out and hang me to make space. There's 




no money here neither. Everybody understands what everybody else says, 
but that's no good, 'cause there's nothing to say. I guess this is what I 
want for the rest of my life. 


John Crawford. 




to the waning of industry 


not knowing whether to fight or run he gathers 
his skirting not primly 

to sit it out quiet facing the immense black pupils 
of their fearless eyes, not yet 
captain you kept our guns in the voluminous folds 
or was it general 

a wet and uncontainable manner of speaking: my men 

will not listen to me, you tell them dear 

no causes are lost to the chemical 

taint of love, they may listen to your saucy body 

his being the sum total of ancient wounds 

and not attractive to the unblemished 

finery of our fighting men 

up the revolution’s ass! to dig out its 

little secrets 

the canny folds of its intricately mazed 
intentions the white of their bleeding faults 
forever boys hovering atop the breach 
a gummy-eyed cowboy 

who removes the hides of old men from new 
for his bam door 

neighbors & friends walking in thin places 
for a penny saved is a moral victory 




cube desires: fish 

without tails for even money, notice of 

images artificially encased 
gasbound. heartsore 
weary 

another beer here friend 
they leave no notice 
bread and pullit 

arterial fashioned in like manner in like 
like we never did before, sweet song. 

red fat bugs roll down from inside 
this impossible american whiteman 


from FLANGE 


1 . 


grey muster of their thieveries 
charcoaled & all 

their rooms and the spray is a gel through which 
the world 

a red spume more than ever 
falling from table to sink to stove in orderly 
deathly drunkenness splicing 
as he go 

the troops the troops 
an army that rubs off on 
your hands 

running through the national palm 

faster than greasy rope 

on a sweet clear day 

on a south wind, finance and ro-mance 

chuckles, unable to puke 

the wind lifts and twirls a plastic wheel 

man inside smoothing his hair 

dwindles when others swell in great green treefrog 

belching and croaking of intimate desires 

then the standard is the flag 

which you fly past each time 

she dreams of black and dusty flowers 

growing tightly in her belly 

a fire escape in each room & a white horse under each one 
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attic scratching 

never having the space 

to run out empty-handed 

holler: fillerup 

so douche yrself of houses 

to learn that comfort is passing fine 

in small dosage or not at all 

his hands were so thin 

after a years absence 

out in the styx he continued 

to return making me gasp 

in dreams not sure enough 

to call them dreams his hands 

the greater spread of his back 

shocked out of breath again, 

and again insisting there will be 

something like life in that house, in that dream 

something like a shell, scratching at it 


104 


9 . 


the big bronzed 

happy uncle Charlie throw a few seeds 
to breezes grow muscle trees be a hero yah 
anonymous a flash in the pan 
so it goes kid 

another molar gone like yesterday's kleenex 
all men got islands, some got 
cabin cruisers is all 

crisp and clinging 

diet bread and bacon 

random issue of mother blown amok 

the old lady’s gone weird 

jumps out of airplanes plays beat the clock 

a tattered and ragged ensemble 

over hollywood hills 

third flange from the left all others 

folded 



THE STARS ON PAVILION BEACH ARE BRIGHTER 


and the smell of fish stays, untouched 
cork, a sampling of sand 
the wind is that cold, 

might reach into any comer of the world. 

how about a sad and lonely 

sea shanty, but it doesn’t 

and comes out jingle bells instead 

full moon brings the highest tide, pavilion 

beach is littered with sharp and glittering 

stars, up over the rocks in fact 

so i walk into the parking lot and through 

a patch of weeds which might contain feverfew 

good for fleabites, on my way to the milk store 

a journey if there ever was one. 

it's morning though, the sun isn't shining 

so effectively the public librarian has taken 

a dislike to me, i think maybe i'll go 

and look over someone's shoulder 

who doesn't have a moustache, at the sea 

the ever-twinkling tides and things 

lord, how you drag your elements oyer this fortress 

in grays and greens and so methodically 

the full moon when it comes 

up looks too like a lumpy flashlight 

in an empty house 

a little bit spooky, world without end. 


-- Fred Buck. 
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SQMAPOETICS / third series 


SOMAPOETICS #29 

Briiing back 
Briiing back 
O bring back my eyyye 
To me to me 

And count it for me. 

If it's all there we shall sing 
Moon Over Miami together. 

Look! There go the shadows 
of our forthcoming ideas. 

Setting sail ahead of us 
across Biscayne Bay. 

If this song can't catch them 
Nothing can. 

Call it 

Corpse Hermit Crab Herboreum 
and see if it sells in our home town. 

Tell the folks that a hot stone 

has a fire in it, like Jacob said 

climbing an invisible ladder, 

counting as he went the steps of the shut-up eye. 

The I sound asleep with Pandora in her box. 


Patterns which no one but no one no 












one making three can follow in all conscience 
but Look down at the carpet and hum. 

Such therapy costs nothing, promises less. 

Expect nothing, mon ami, moon not 
and we'll get along fine. 

1 listened as carefully as 1 could 
but can repeat nothing of what 1 heard. 

Bury me in the mystery of fact. 

Better yet, set me ablaze like a star. 

What smoulders smothers. 

And so on page after page of the flesh and blood songbook. 


SOMAPOETICS #30 

What we know we know in our way 
the Salamander, the burnt tongue, said 
to the Preying Mantra -- 1 mean Man¬ 
drake --or the God who holds his ears 
while you talk, gazing 
into the candle flame, flicker 
flicker flicker the sound of saliva 
in his mouth, in your ear, 
and suddenly he tells you his name 



inaudibly - - is this a prayer 

I'm supposed to say each night before sleep 

overtakes my desires 

and puts them to better use? 

Say fuck, say toad 
between the legs, or nose, 
of the one beholding the fire 
or overhearing it 
as crepitation 

of leaves in the distant woods 

like that lovely day on the beach in Old Field 

when that stick held my hand 

and shook it all the way into my personal darkness 

and three days ago I came across the word crepis 

which is a kind of sunflower, ah! 

song, flakes of meaning. Experience 

calls us to the things of this world 

and their personal paths of twining 

along the crepis-lined garden 

of primrose perception, namely, 

what we know in our own way, 

in our own day, our own kind say 

Salamander regularly. Solar Mantis, eat your mate. 


prey on her, do you remember now. 
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the fire leaps beside us 

and seems to tell us to take what we have, 

what we have is virgin, and its sacrifice 

is demanded, or else we are not here 

where the song promised to lead us 

thru the woods, around the toadstool, 

up to the tree with forked leafless branches, 

like that day at Old Field, 

do you remember now, my love, 

how we frolicked, flaking 

fungus flesh, and the sun shone 

and the flowers burst and the vine twined, 

all things as they should be 

at the instant of taking the gorgeous fruit, 

and now we have eaten of it and tasted 

its tawniness, and burned 

our tongues in the effort 

to speak of it 

in that same delight 


long ago 



SOMAPOETICS #31 


Why have you chosen us to speak with 

or, better, why have you chosen not to speak with us, 

I asked at a later stage of the aforementioned conversation. 

Because I am a fold in the flower, 

he answered, and continued: you 

are the perception of the fold 

or to the extent that this is so I am 

speaking with you, for reasons of my own. 

Let us say that all that which you do not know 
equals the propensity to fold, 
whereas all that which you do know 
equals the propensity to note this fact 
in such a way that it ceases to be so. 

And yet obscurely you recall that looking 

at a mushroom, taking it into the umbrellalike 

coils of the brain, the rimlike body of a white dolphin, 

does not engender another mushroom 

but rather the need for its presence. 

It comes 

as commanded 

in another fold of time. 


such as the aforementioned conversation. 


if it ever occurred. I myself 

do not recall it. But 1 know you do 

because if you don't then why have you come, 

why are we gathered here together today 

bending over the fountain of our Mother 

Tongue, the Way Between, Midway in the Journey (ah! 

Rimbaud's Thimothina, je t'adore, toi et ton pere et ton chat...) 
why have we come if not to finish the sentence, or keep it going 
into the subjunctive, be it the future were cream pouring out 
of the tit of past into the ready mouth of present. Given 
the verb the flower occurs in folds 
by the reflex of pure feeding 


SOMAPOETICS #32 

Thru the frame it is beautiful. 

The glass reveals the blueness of the sacred eyes. 
The flatness of the surface is a window 
into its inner roundness. 

The same frame might be used to look at you with. 
Truly you would also be blue in this light. 

Time will tell or not. 


Three quarter moons interlock 


in the picture. 

They imply a fourth moon 

which is no moon at all but light 
in the dome. 

Twin! I invoke you! 

Tree! 1 climb you! 

Toy! I let you play with me! 

Trunk! I let you bear me! 

Trip! I let you make me a map! 

Torque! I take you to be my lawful wedded brain! 
Torque! My body. 

Torque frames you when 1 

Touch you. 1 see you clearly. You are my 

Twin. 1 long to return 

To the blueness of your eyes. 


SOMAPOETICS #33 

To be bom in addition to. 

The Goddess Adnasci holds up a frame 
like a womb 
thru which I leap 

grabbing the first flower that comes my way. 


In previous lifetimes I was a visionary. 


In this one I am a practical man. 

No point in doing the same thing twice. 

Though admittedly there are times when I can't resist. 

Adnasci (or Agnasci) holds up her gno 
and you and I leap thru each other. 

For every goddess there is a fool to mutter her name. 

Your God, Sir, is a cheap imitation of my erotic dreams. 

He eats nightly from the Great Wok of my libido. 

Mind you we sent the Snake to the Garden for a reason: 
to get some things said early. 

The art of Milton, Dante, et. al. is evidence that something occurred. 
It will never hold up in court. 

But no matter. She is calling, 

I am unwell, lam unwell, 

and so the menstrual rivers of Diana 

are washing us with fluid time 

of the uncreated. I leap back. 

In the upper corner of the right eye 

he points to the inner workings of an automatic window. 

There is the spot I brought you here for (he points). 

Tea time. Wipe that archaic smile off your face. 

She says, and we do it, though unaware how much we feel 
like early Greeks. She dreams an arrow, draws it. 





Binds and releases. It passes thru 

dead center of this spot. The moving member 

of Hermaphrodite, at large once more. 

The spot is an opening opening. 

Add me up, I want to know 
which birth this is. Hail Twin! 


SOMAPOETICS #34 

Plateglass blue. 

When you were speaking of Satan in Connecticut 
I noticed your brain was plateglass blue, 
she said. And this vehicle? 

It is the something in the world which is 
nothing. You 

are here because you are riding in it. 

Don't trip. Ride 
over the crevice 
in my Lady’s hand. 

And midway across, 
think this: Three pink balls 
in a chrome dome. 


You grow to hate pink. 


such a disgusting color, 

until you realize 

it is also the color of the inside 

of my Lady's vaginal Queendom 

which is the very castle we entered together, 

in the rear dome of which a bright point 

of pure pinline light centers 

in a crystal, revealing a world 

of nothing 

but light, and you, and the pink balls, 

and the reflection of the pink balls in the chrome, 

the whole show in miniature, 

within which there is a miniature of the miniature, 

and here you focus: sand, or com, grain, 

the latter, a maize kernel, eaten 

for New Years dinner, tonight, 

in New York City, nearing 1972, the former, 

the luminous grains of sand, are each (of the three) burrowed into 
by a Hermit Crab, seeking his corpse in a herborium 
surrounded by plateglass blue 
in the center of which Satan 

is being described in a perhaps slightly new light 


SOMAPOETICS #35 


Suppose we got off here. 

Where would we be? 34th street? 

Not even. Less than that. 

Infinitesimally less 

than we wanted 

or feared. And yet 

the meaning of to run to meet 

is to occur . 

You can run to meet a bus 
but can you run to meet a bus stop 
once you are on a bus, speeding past 
the Cerro San Cristobal in Lima? 

Can you run to meet the Earth 

turning on the axis of her sushumnanadi 

or your penis, if you would follow directions 

and Insert Here, in recognition of divinity, 

the opposite of divide, and thus occur, 

having run across town four times 

to meet a redeyed woman 

who rode across town four times 

on the back of your mind - - Call Her 

Diana, moon goddess, of the Navajo sandpainting. 








and celebrate her in strange rituals, during which consider this 
Suppose we got off here. 

Put your hand on my cock, 

she says -- My God! A talking statue! 

I said to myself that day in the Louvre, ten years back, 
caressing her marble ass, and moving my hand round 
to the Other Side 

carefully exploring, and finding there the little penis, declining 
to rise, ah the power of art, to rise, 
to confuse, enables us to stay on 
around the bend 


SOMAPOETICS #36 

Ah! songer est indigne. 
Puisque c'est pure perte! 

Et m je rediviens 
Le voyageur ancien... 

sings Rimbaud’s Old Man 

as the green auberge opens before us. 

This is not an allegory. 

Truth does not dance as our shadow here. 

We have thrown that hairy cunt into Christopher Street. 
Take her, junkies, one and all. Eat out her 
last vestige of anagogical meaning. 







Bum all myths with her used Tampex. 

Wipe your ass with metaphor. 

Let the symbols leap to their death 
from the Brooklyn Bridge 
or Fulton Fish Market. Inner fungi 
are working day and night in us. 

Hail Twin! Dance freely among my organs, 

the phalloids, the stinkhorns, the panthers, the muscarines. 

It is said that there is a secret tradition of secretly splendid 
nothing. It lingers in the air like the fart of Mani, in China. 

The foulness of dreams. Why relate this? 

Why does Diana run screaming thru the forests? 

What is so rotten that she should be made thus 
to despair? Who creates such history? Who to blame? 

The godhead is a mongoloid. Not, repeat NOT, a mushroom. 

Here, eat of this juicy red flesh 
of that forbidden tree, and all our woe -- 
and sliver after sliver after sliver we are touching 
palms, humming forgotten obligatory melodies, these 
are the conditions of pleasure on Earth, that it flake off 
from pure action of the growing stem, contact me in passing only, the in¬ 
finitesimally erogenous zones everywhere around the medial porpoise, 
each fraction independently penetrating the whole number, 4, 
the self-destructed symbol of Body, the Hag, Mother in Her Grave, the flicker 


of love, this minute, the dark lotus set ablaze by the cock of light, 
O Madame put your book aside and open this one (he said, 
handing me the present text), peel the brain 
like a tangerine, break into sections and eat 
yourself bit by bit, savoring each, 

and from each She springs, and in each she devours you 
in gourmet delight. In each instant gone. 

Digested and shat from her incomparable anus 
into existence, into the garden, into the problem 
of mind, hummmmmmmmm, this is her tune, 
she is taking the fruit. Bless Her! hummmmmmmm, 

1 am holding her breath lest 1 fail her 
and all be lost, hummmm, the very song 1 


had surely forgot 


121 


SOMAPOETICS / 


SOMAPOETICS #37 

I want to tell you a faerietale. 

It begins: as time begins, the writing 

embodies a refusal 

to cut down a certain tree 

in Georgia. We are passing thru 

White Oak, crossing 

White Oak Creek, looking for 

writing paper wherein the tree 

has not died. A fence 

to keep these words from escaping 

back into Earth 

before they touch you 

and you come to know 

this greenerie. Park your crab 

in this herbarium, don't take the keys 

away with you, when you swim 

after her, 

trail ink, which is blood 
or juice 

of this familiar red fruit. Waverly 
Creek, Georgia, how it peaks in passing 


fourth series 




like hidden waves: the bodies 
of these girls, these greeneries, 
as promised, whom I 
the resurrected midget, 
fascinate and find fascinating. 

It is all done wordlessly 

and sightlessly, like these sign-readings 

PECANS 

fruit 

For Nuts 

Enquire Here. 

Patterns which no one but gno 

himself can follow, along crepis-lined 

tablets, to write upon 

and be written upon 

in Gl 5 mn, Georgia, at the other end 

of speed, here on the banks 

of the Little Satilla. 

Litter Barrell ^ mile. 

This, amigo, is my magical diary. 

The one that talks back. 

It tells us, turning state's evidence, 
Georgia too 


is green as hell. 











SOMAPOETICS #38 


Fancy Bluff Creek. 

Several ahs for these waters 
these half-open fields 
and roads 

and galaxies. Jekyll Island 

in the distance. O Doctor, be true 

to your caducous, teach us 

that trick, your snake-act, twin- 

skins shed in unison. From this drawbridge 

in Brunswick, by the Marshes of Glynn, we are waiting 

as we pass. My mother, named after Aunt Arvie, 

was not born in Savannah, as was rumored, 

but grew up there. We are 77 miles 

from that spot. My America, mon frere, twin, 

I invoke you by releasing this placenta 
from the middle ear, I need you 
as sacrifice to the gods 

within me. 40 bad memories a night cannot split us 
further. Who will pass Cyprus Hill Creek 
and know he is but 44 feet from the tree 
that goes yak-yak-yak , the god 
who rubs his balls in public 

like my brother. Along this road, a big-bodied man 



or a mind bearing the burden of a vast corpus 

or a hermit crab, in deep 

by these many waters, seems to me 

a sort of buddha, housing the Pan 

not dead, as was rumored. O Georgia 

when will your Thoreau descend from the East 

or from within the self-chaste bowels of this mud 

to celebrate these gorgeous woods 

and gardens of all earthly delights. 

That white church looks haunted, 

its stained glass for two centuries pretending 

to be stained eyes, the left one, from the inside, 

most visible, sucking us into pew-sockets, pous 

the foot within hearing, kicks a headache 

from wall to wall, and the map begins 

filling out, or filling in blanks 

in my unlived life. Let it green 

like Georgia. The South furthers, redeems 

itself. O Mother, who locked up this land? 


Come, we are at Champney River. 



SOMAPOETICS #39 


Altamaha Waterfowl 
Management Area 
GEORGIA 

Things that do not associate with themselves 

are things in the path. So you step 

when I say step, or else your mind will fall 

into literature . Who said that 

nodding me at the wheel, all this fog 

of the past, clearing at last. The moon 

was over the real Miami. Ah but I can smell those 

ahs back there, in that old movie, 

the hand handing us 

what is ours 

by birthright. You know it is a puzzle 

when the pieces begin to fit. Streaks of color 

in the glass of sky: it is a scene 

familiar in its power to present the pulp 

as a vulva between fingers of her hand 

handing us our bodies. Sweet 

occurrence 

to meet up with you here, she says, from behind 
or at root of the coconut tree, from which this one 
I hold in my hand, to say this: krep krep krep 


my stick, your nut, in my hand, your 










story has crossed over into: Butler Island, Georgia, 
to which, it is recalled. Pierce Butler and daughter Frances 
came in 1866, interested in the South. Her story 

of Reconstruction, Ten Years on a Georgia Plantation , made this place 

the burden, and her nephew Owen Wister, author of The Virginian, returned 

here many times. Notice that ruined brick tower, the tree 

cut like a green pyramid. Back further 

the 3 story white house, looking like the first 

ever. Royal palms. Childhood dream 

after dream after dream, nodding, in Miami. This road 

once served as arterial vehicular route from the interior 

of Georgia to the town of Sunbury. Is Columbus dead 

from Georgia to Ohio, or has it still the weight of hot stones 

in burden on your back? The road divides across the map, 

acquires its South, like the very horns of him 

who butts with trees. 


SOMAPOETICS #40 

Butler River. 

Already Champney River is a memory 

and in need of redemption, like the fact 

that I bought The Virginian at Bolt’s News 

with lunch money, 10th grade, corner of 36th Street 







and 17th Avenue, and now that area is like they say 

Nigger Town. I return for the celebration 

that none seem to know is going on 

even now. We go further 

down 17th Avenue, like it was always 

Miami with me, and on our right I give you 

the ALLAPATTAH BAPTIST CHURCH, as promised, 

keep your voices reeeel low thru here, close the door, 

now up these stairs is the very place 

where I was baptized, age 11, voluntarily, 

taking the Lord to be my personal 

Savior, yessuh, never to blaspheme 

or take His Name in vain, though in secret 

we said Fuck, Johnny and me, and once or twice Fuck God 

in the ass, why? 1 had no idea, nothing seen clearly 

in the mind; Now to be baptized in the Pool 

with Dr. Halderman, who later absconded with Church funds 

and presently resides in Raford State Pen., holding my back, 

and I am ready to go under and glance across 

the water, see Her, the woman, waiting her turn 

with God, and she descends with his arms into the invisible wet 

and is risen NAKED, her white gown showing thru 

and revealing and presently to my opening eye 

her bare tit, and to my body, its rising 


cock, visible now as a pyramid 
of my own white gown, and I know 
God did not let us down, water 
is her gno , my Yesshua, this burden, 1 take him 
to be my lawful bodied savior, O Pearl-Eyed One, 
or so the preacher appeared from beneath the water, 
those goldrim'd bifocals an aid at last to sight, 
and walking across the waters 
that woman, or her sweat painting her portrait 
on the menstrual rivers of my brain, 
and God came so to speak 
in my mouth, and I came up 
the rear end of air, left the church wondering 
just which end that was, God 
is a curious fellow, a sin¬ 
uous mystery, at any rate 1 knew 
I wanted Her, God had shown me the form 
of his presence, and I, Sir, am a godly man 
or aspire to same, in these woods, 
and as we descended from the baptismal the other day 
there we met the new minister, and he did address us 
May I ask what you folks are doing here? 

And I replied: This is the place where I was baptized. 

And he, impressed, welcomed me home, 

and I thanked him but said I was only sightseeing 


and that I, as it were, had gone another way, 
and he inquired as to which, and I did reply: 

I am a Buddhist with a Gnostic flair for color 

and a tad of Pantarxia, which the late Nubar Gulbenkian defined 

as "Keeping people on their toes," and 1 adore all wooded regions, 

conjecturing that Time may be nothing but Red River 

trailing behind Diana, Goddess of Dolphins, and, say, 

have you been to the Sequarium lately? Terrific show 

where a girl gets off on a killer whale. And the preacher, 

hearing the word Buddhist, cried out: A WHAT? 

Peeeeeyouuuu! Where'd you ever dig up THAT trash? 

And I said. Little Isis-eyed and feline-bodied voices 
whispered it in a Texan wind, a tall tall tale 
1 can't get out of my mind. And he said: 

You've been listening to the voice of the Devil. 

No, I said, I but opened my eyes 

and my pants at once, like that day upstairs here, 

and out came this peculiar juice 

kinda tawny in color, and I'd say fungal 

in taste, and yumyum the eating part 

of me says we want more. 

And he said: Show me your God. 

And I said: Come with me into the woods. 


And he did refuse to eat of our fruit. 
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And on our way out of the church 

we stole the Baptist Hymnal, 

from row 3, the very place 

where Johnny and I used to sit, 

giggling and hissing before fire and brimstone. 

Such good sense. Arise youth of the new age, 

and lets sing one of these old hymns: #261, under "Faith and Trust": 

1. I've found a friend, oh, such a friend! He loved me ere I knew Him; 

2. I've found a friend, oh, such a friend! He bled. He died to save me; 

3. I've found a friend, oh, such a friend! All pow'r to Him is giv-en, 

4. I've found a friend, oh, such a friend! So kind and true and ten-der. 

And so we pull into Darien, Georgia, 

and spot Cyprian's Episcopal Church, built 

"for the Colored People of McIntosh County," 

named for the martyred African Bishop 

and consecrated here, Sunday, April 30th, 1876. 

Over the roof today grows the mighty Oak arm 
fingered like a trushel. And thus appears the edifice 
to be held on Earth, even as it is pierced 
by vines, twining on the inside, down white stucco, 
clinging to the wooded arched roof. And note too 
thru the stained glass window another burden of vines 
which I fancy are the green lines in my friend's hand. 


SOMAPOETICS #41 


I go into the next room savoring the taste of Florida grapefruit 

which quickly turns into a longing for sex. Let's fantasize together. 

In the distance a tit-shaped hill, the nipple of which is your wife 

naked in front of me, 1 ravish her, and discover that in fact 

she is Diana, bathing in the menstrual time 

of my uncreated body, half bottled in a baptismal 

and half performing at peak among dolphins 

off the coast of Florida. On the altar, the red 

covered Bible, open to 11 Isaiah 41 : 

1. Keep silence before me, O Islands, 
and let the people renew their strength, 

let them come near, then let them speak .... 

2. Who raised up the righteous man 
from the east, called him to his foot, 
gave the nations before him . . . . 

On this spot I have attempted to write with a vine 
plugged into a massive, stumpy, forked 
tree. The ink is invisible 
but there is a message. Georgia 
on Mind , as burden. Let us go then 
to the Champney River, following the path out 
along the Peninsula. We see in number, 
lodged in forked branches, out in the bay. 




















the Marbled Godwit (Limosa fedoa), crying 


kret kret kret , heard here 

as godwit (following Peterson), godwit , 

godwit , along the path, we hear first, then see, 

amidst the green, and red, vines, the green serpent 

with a dash of red at center 

of the head. He does not flee, 

nor do we, but 1 suppress a desire 

to hit him with my magic stick, or rather the stick 

spares me the usual mistake, on the brink 

of which 1 find myself, krep krep, these leaves 

underfoot, by the sound we know we are traveling and, 

by the sound, they are airborne, over the water, 

even here, so late, we have come to learn 

the traditional names of these curious things 

that fly and cure, liatris , plants or substances 

provided from the first, ignored, 

a nest in that tree out there reflecting 

a nest in the sea, a Fisherman, Southern not Yeatsian 

Georgian, There go more of them hippie yankees , 

even now, as we enter Liberty County, 

which, like Liberty City, Miami, is Nigger Town, 

buff-brown wings of Godwit, soil of Blood Marsh, 


names that save us 
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from distraction, the burden. 

Sweet veda drip-drip slowly till 1 bend 
my tongue. Fix these crevices. We have attended 
the resurrection, at this site, of green: 
crepidinous green 

is its name, says the man from the East. 


SOMAPOETICS #42 

For in my nature I quested for beauty 

But God, God, hath sent me to sea for pearls , 

sang Kit Smart to the 18th century, confined 

at St. Lukes, adrift in celebration. He traveled 

from room to room, in search of the promised 

item. Perhaps I will find the stone 

before it enters the oyster's body, swallow it 

myself, thought Kit one day, and wrote the lines: 

For the colors are spiritual , intussusception 

is the process, in a world of things 

piercing us, and: For RED is the next 

working round the Orange , that bloody fruit 

certainly is susceptible to abstraction, 

mused "S", the Female Student, the "innocent eye" 


opening in the burden, felt here, the mercurial sense 















of self, behind Smart's seven noms-de-plume, 
a ventriculogrammic act of notable proportion, 
scaled to the need. For SOUND 
is propagated m the spirit and in all directions. 

We enter St. George, S.C., turn off at the Pentecostal Church. 

One plastic Jesus, several enthusiastic pamphlets, and the promise 

of tongues. 1 get a sore throat just thinking 

about those nimble godwitted yaketyyakers: if you have the gift 

you hear the message in the VOICE of a figure 

compleat in all i^ parts. For a man 

speaks HIMSELF from the crown of his head 

to the sole of his feet, 

to the terrestrial last, afoot, or standing on its own 
four feet, the shape of what walks, hears 
its body as a tool, kin- 

(that red kind makes me kinda hungry just thinking about it) 

ship, or what we use to get there in, 

call it by its names: genos, genes, ingenium, Agni, 

O hidden fire, indigen in Georgia or Florida, mental 
genital makes pregnant the Goddess Gnasci, 

Jubilate Agneau by Mr. Smart, gonos, gonad of asylums 
fucked that mind in its own way, archegonium means 
one egg of the moss in these trees so like 
my Lady's vaginal grove. The process not association 















but germ-gendered, like a cold, somatogenesis. 


like these nations of ants before us, once 

you get one of these natives talking 

in tongues, ain't no stopping them, gno-gno-gnomoning 

all the way home, like they knew something we don't, 

the kids sure get a kick out of watching them, 

knowing they're nuts one and all. 

For the languages work into one another by their bearings. 

For the power of some animal is predominant in every language. 
For a LION roars HIMSELF compleat 
from head to tail, said "S". 


SOMAPOETICS #43 


GOD SAID IT 
THE WICKED WILL BE 
TURNED INTO HELL 


the sign says, suspended 
from a gorgeous Oak 
3 miles South of St. George. 
There is 


no dead wood, only 
















misread woods, all signs can be 

read all ways, as everyone knows, 

the one turning into the other 

at peak of opposition, pineal 

into penis, my fears 

into her desires, my poems 

into your mushrooms, if you like 

to eat fungus, the kind 

is right if there's no end in sight 

turning into the beginning 

in hearing. Hell, Sir, means bright 

in Nietzsche's mother tongue, 

and so, dear sign, hung there from the tree, 

we like you, 

will be kind to you. 

Come, work your dirty magic on us. 


SOMAPOETICS #44 

A deep green leaf is curling 

in my mind, as if burning up 

with green fire, and giving off light 

that burns my lower intestine. I bend over 

to wash the dishes, acknowledge the fact. 



When I look into your eyes 


I know we are children 

of the sun. The Sphinx basks 

in this desert, his sweat rolls 

from your body. What do you want to be, 

the teacher asked Jonathan, age 7, Virgonian, 

and he wrote: 1 want to be a bottle of Jean Nate , 

so 1 can be splashed all over my mother's body. 

Only I hope my brother doesn't spill me down the drain. 
Hung here, perhaps hanged, the head asks: 

Whence come you? And the body replies: 

From the East. And the former: At what time? 

And the latter: At sunrise, when the East was 
light. This space we are traveling thru has no 
true bounds but what this suspension yields. 

1 recall that marvelous Pekinese dinner the 4 of us had 

in Altadena, spiced just right, and the fortune 

cookie told me: WISELY AND SLOWLY THEY STUMBLE 

WHO RUN EAST. And so we set sail 

across the Mohave, wave after wave of sand 

particles, or grains of the lover's body rising 

in steam before us, what a trip, barely 

able to keep on the road, if it can be called 

a road. Eon tells us to get our asses moving 

into the city of willows, presumably located hereabouts. 



No matter. I can tell by the tides the time is 


as it must be, dolphins in these waters 
do not stop fucking to think, and why. Sir, 
why gno gno gno do you, has she no space 
for your member¬ 
ship, swimmeth away 
on its way away. How curious, 

1 thought, that the crepidinous mind 
should speak thus in veiled tongues. 

And yet our map has a West 

again today, thinking of that Pekinese sweet and pungfent fish. 

We drove all night to get here on time, shoving hard against 

headwinds, aware of the possible existence 

of the East. This exercise helps us repeatedly 

thru the crevice, we who never remember 

how we got here 

in the first place. Look at that man 
flying up from the heart 
of the sea. His body 
is a little Egypt. 

-- George Quasha. 


(Note: Somapoetics, Book I, of which the above forms a part, will be published 
in October, by Sumac Press.) 
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errata from MAIL #4: 

page 23: "all living dreatures" should read "all living creatures" 
page 35: "daydrunk" should read "drydrunk" 

page 43: "form and beauty and rock-hard" should read "form and 
beauty are rock-hard". 
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